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SONNET I. 

HS DEMANDS FABDON FOIL LOOKING^ LOVING^ AND 

WRITING. 

Lbt not^ sweet saint ! let not these lines offend you ; 
Nor yet the message that these Hues impart : 
The message my unfeigned love doth send you^ 
Love, which yourself hath planted in my heart. 

For being charm'd by the bewitching art 
Of those inveigling graces which attend jon. 
Love's holy fire makes me breathe out in part 
The never-dying flames my breast doth lend you. 

Then if my lines offend, let Love be blamed; 
And if my love displease, accuse mine eyes : 
If mine eyes sin, their sin's cause only lies 
On your bright eyes, which have my heart inflamed. 

Since eyes, love, Ijnes, err then by your direction. 

Excuse mine eyes, my lines, and my affection. 
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SONNET II. 

LOV£ IN JUSTICE PUNISHABLE ONLY WITH LIKS 

LOVE. 

But if my lines may not be held excused^ 
Nor yet my love find favour in your eyes; 
But that your eyes as judges shall be used^ 
Even of the fault which from themselves doth riae> 

Yet this my humble suit do not despise ; 
Let me be judged as I stand accused: 
If but my fault my doom do equalize^ 
Whate'er it be, it shall not be refused. 

And since my love already is expressed. 
And that I cannot stand upon denial, 
I freely put myself upon my trial ; 
Let justice judge me as I have confessed: 

For if my doom in Justice' scales be weigh'd 

With equal love, my love, must be repaid. 



SONNET III. 

HE CALLS HIS EARS, EYES, AND HEART AS WIT' 

NESSES OP HER SWEET VOICE, BEAUTY, AND 

INWARD VIRTUOUS PERFECTIONS. 

Fair is thy face, and great thy wit's perfection ; 
So fair, alas, so hard to be exprest. 
That if my tired pen should never rest. 
It should not blaze thy worth, but my affection: 



Yet let me say^ the Muses make election 
Of your pure mind^ there to erect their nest ; 
And that your £ace is such, a flint-hard breast. 
By force thereof, without force feels subjection. 
Witness mine ear, ravish'd when you it hears; 
Witness mine eyes, ravished when you they see : 
Beauty and virtue, witness eyes and ears. 
In you, sweet Saint, have equal sovereignty. 
But if nor eyes nor ears can prove it true. 
Witness my heart, there 's none that equals you ; 
How they make my poor heart at once to dwell. 
In fire and frost, in heaven and in hell ! 



SONNET IV. 

PRAISE OF HER BYES, EXCELLING ALL COMPARISON. 

I BEND my wit, but wit cannot devise 

Words fit to blaze the worth your eyes contains. 
Whose nameless worth their worthless name disdains. 
For they in worth exceed the name of eyes. 

£yes they be not, but worlds,- in which there Hes 
More bliss than this wide world besides contains. 
Worlds they be not, but stars, whose influence reigns 
Over my life and life's felicities. 

Stars they be not, but suns, whose presence drives 
Darkness from night, and doth bright day impart: 
Suns they be not, which outward heat derives. 
But these do inwardly inflame my heart. 

Since then in earth, nor heaven, they equall'd are^ 

I must confess they be beyond compare. 
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ODE I. 

HI8 LAJDY TO BE CONDEMNBD OF IGNORANCE 

OR CRUELTY. 

As she is fiEur^ so fiutlifiil I ; 

My service she, her grace I merit ; 
Her beauty doth my love inherit. 

But grace she doth deny. 
Oh, knows she not how much I love ? 

Or doth knowledge in her move 
No small remorse? 

For the guilt thereof must lie 
Upon ^ne of these of force. 
Her ignorance, or cruelty. 

As she is £ur, so cruel she : 

I sow true love, but reap dif^ftinJTig ; 

Her pleasure springeth from my paining^ 

Which Pity's source should be# 
Too well she knows how much I love. 

Yet doth knowledge in her move 
No small remorse. 

Then the guilt thereof must Ife ^ 
Upon this alone of force. 
Her uhdeserved cruelty. 
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As she is fair^ so were she kind^ 
Or being cruel, could I waver. 
Soon should I either win her fiayour. 

Or a new mistress find. 
But neither out, alas, may be. 
Scorn in her, and love in me. 

So fixed are. 
Yet in whom most blame doth lie. 
Judge she may, if she compare 
My love unto her cruelty. 



SONNET V. 

CONTENTION OF LOVE AND BEASON FOR HIS HEART^ 

Reason and Love lately at strife contended. 

Whose right it was to have my mind's protection. 

Reason on his side, Nature's will pretended ; 

Love's title was, my Mistress' rare perfection. 
Of power to end this strife, each makes election : 

Reason's pretence discoursive thoughts defended ; 

But Love soon brought those thoughts into subjection 

By Beauty's troops, which on my saint depended. 
Yet since to rule the mind was Reason's duty. 

On this condition it by Love was render'd; 
That endless praise by Reason should be tendered. 

As a due tribute to her conquering beauty. 
Reason was pteas'd withal, and to Love's royalty 
He pledg'd my heart, as hostage for his loyalty. 
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SONNET VI. 

THAT SHE HATH 6BEATER POWER OVER HIS HAP- 
PINESS AND LIFE^ THAN EITHER FORTUNE^ 

FATE^ OR STARS. 

Let Fate^ my Fortune^ and my Stars conspire^ 
Jointly to poar on me their worst disgrace ; 
So I be gracious in your heavenly face, 
I weigh not Fates, nor Stars, nor Fortune's ire. 

'Tis not the influence of heaven's fire 

Hath power to make me blessed in my race ; 
Nor in my happiness hath Fortune place. 
Nor yet can Fate my poor life's date expire. 

'Tis your feir eyes, my Stars, all bliss do give ; 
'Tis your disdain, my Fate, hath power to kill; 
'Tis you, my Fortune, make me happy live. 
Though Fortune, Fate, and Stars conspire mine ill. 

Then, blessed Saint, into your favour take me ; 

Fortune, nor Fate, nor Stars can wretched make me. 



SONNET VII. 



OF HIS lady's weeping. 



What need I say how it doth wound my breast. 
By fate to be thus ravish'd ' &om thine eyes. 
Since your own tears with me do sympathize. 
Pleading with slow departure there to rest ? 

« bamsh*d.~e(/i/. 1608. 
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>r when with floods of tears they were opprest. 
Over those ivory banks they did not rise^ 
Till others^ envying their felicities^ 
Did press them forth, that they might there be blest. * 
me of which tears^ press'd forth by violence^ 
Your lips with greedy kissing straight did drink : 
And other some> unwilling to part thence^ 
ESnamour'd on your cheeks in them did sink ; 
id some which from your face were forc'd away, 
sign of love, did on your garments stay. 



SONNET VIII. 

HE POINTS OUT HIS TORMENT. 

Sweet, to my cursed life some favour show. 
Or let me not, accurs'd, in life remain : 
Let not my senses, sense of life retain. 
Since sense doth only yield me sense of woe. 

For now mine eyes only your frowns do know ; 
Mine ears hear nothing else but your disdain ; 
My lips taste nought but tears ; and smell is pain ; 
Banish'd your lips, where Indian odours grow. 

And my devoted heart, your beauty's slave. 

Feels nought but scorn, oppressions, and distress ; 
Made e'en of wretchedness the wretched cave. 
Nay, too, too wretched for vile wretchedness. 

For even sad sighs, as loathing there to rest. 

Struggle for passage from my grief-swoln breast. 

* there bear ^est.--«<ft^ 1608. 
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ODE II. 

A DIALOGUE BETWEEN HIM AND HIS HEART. 

At her fair hands how have I grace entreated^ 

With prayers oft repeated. 

Yet still my love is thwarted : 
Heart, let her go^ for she '11 not be converted. 

Say, shall she go ? 

Oh ! no, no, no, no, no ; 
She is most fair, though she be marble-hearted. 

How often have my sighs ^eclar'd mine anguish. 

Wherein is daily anguish ? 

Yet doth she still procure it : 
Heart, let her go, for I cannot endure it. 

Say, shall she go ? 

Oh ! no, no, no, no, no; 
She gave the wound, and she alone must cure it. 

The trickling tears that down my cheeks have flowed. 

My love ^ have often showed ; 

Yet still unkind I prove her : 
Heart, let her go, for nought I do can move her. 

Say, shall she go } 

Oh ! no, no, no, no, no; 
Though me she hates, I cannot choose but love h^, 

b U^^-edU. 161 U 
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But shall still a true affection owe her/ 

Which prayers^ sighs, tears, do show her. 

And shall she still disdain me ? 
Heart, let her go, if they no grace can give me. 

Say, shall she go ? 

Oh! no, no, no, no, no; 
She made me her*s, and her's she will retain me. 

But if the love that hath, and still doth bum me. 

No love at length return me. 

Out of my thoughts I '11 set her. 
Heart, let her go ; oh heart ! I pray thee, let her. 

Say, shall she go ? 

Oh ! no, no, no, no, no ; 
Fix'd in the heart, how can the heart forget her ? 

But if I weep and sigh, and often wail me. 

Till tears, sighs, prayers, fail me. 

Shall yet my love preserver ? ^ 
Heart, let her go, if she will right thee never. 

Say, shall she go ? 

Oh ! no, no, no, no, no ; 
Tears, sighs, prayers, fail ; but true love lasteth ever. 

c « But shaU I stiU a trae aflPection owe her."-^«rfiV. 1608. 
* In the Lee Priory edition this word is altered to perse^. 
It is somewh^ doubtful whether the true reading should be, 
" Shall yet my love preserve her ?" 



> 



" Shall yet my love persevere ?" 
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SONNET VII. 

HIS SIGHS AND TEARS ARC BOOTLESS. 

I HAVE entreated, and I have complained ; 
I have dispraised, and praise I likewise gave ; 
All means to win her grace I tried have; 
And still I love, and still I am disdained. 

So long I have my tongue and pen constrained 
To praise, dispraise, complain, and pity crave. 
That now nor tongue, nor pen, to me her slave 
Remains, whereby her grace may be obtained. 

Yet you, my sighs, may purchase me relief ; 
And ye, my tears, her rocky heart may move : 
Therefore, my sighs, sigh in her ear my grief; 
And, in her heart, my tears, imprint my love. 

But cease, vain sighs; cease, cease, ye fruitless tears; 

Tears cannot pierce her heart, nor sighs her ears. 



SONNET VIII. 

HER BEAUTY MAKES HIM LIVE EVEN IN DESPAIR. 

Wounded with grief, I weep, and sigh,' and plain; 
Yet neither plaints, nor sighs, nor tears do good. 
But all in vain I strain against the flood. 
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Graining but grief for griefs and pain for pain. 

Yet though in vain my tears my cheeks distain> 
Leaving engraven sorrow where they stood; 
And though my sighs consuming up my blood. 
For love deserv'd, reap undeser/d disdain ; 

And though in vain I know I beg remorse 

At your remorseless heart, more hard than steel; 
Yet such, alas, such is your beauty's force. 
Charming my sense, that though this hell I feel. 

Though neither plaints, nor sighs, nor tears can move you. 

Yet must I still persist ever to love you. 



SONNET IX. 

WHY HEB LIPS YIELD HIM NO WOBDS OF COMFORT. 

Oft do I plain, and she my plaints doth read. 
Which in black colours do paint forth my woe. 
So that of force she must my sorrow know; 
And know, for her disdain my heart doth bleed : 

And imowledge must of force some pity breed. 
Which makes me hope, she will some favour show. 
And from her sugar'd lips cause comfort flow 
Into mine ears, my heart with joy to feed : 

Yet though she reads, and reading knows my grief. 
And knowledge moves her pity my distress ; 
Yet do her lips, sweet lips, yield no relief. 
Much do I muse, but find no cause in this. 

That in her lips, her heavenly lips that bHss them. 

Her words loath thence to part, stay there to kiss them. 
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SONNET X. 

GOMPABISON OF HIS HEART TO A TEMPEST- 
BEATEN SHIP. 

Like a sea-tossed bark^ with tackling spent^ 
And stars obscur'd, his wat'ry journey's guide^ 
By loud tempestuous winds and raging tide^ 
From wave to wave with dreadful fury sent ; 

Fares my poor hearty my heart-strings being rent^ 
And quite disabled your fierce wrath to bide^ 
Since your fair eyes, my stars, themselves do hide. 
Clouding their light in frowns and discontent : 

For from your frowns do spring my sighs and tears ; 
Tears flow like seas, and sighs like winds do blow. 
Whose joined rage most violently bears 
. My tempest-beaten heart from woe to woe. 

And if your eyes shine not that I may shun it. 

On rock Despair, my sighs, and tears will run^ it. 



ELEGY. 

TO HIS LADY, WHO HAD VOWED VIRGINITY.*^ 

I. 

Ev'n as my hand my pen and paper lays. 
My trembling hand, my pen from paper stays, 

c rue it.-'-ediL 1611, but apparently a paisprint. 
f The Editor has, with great reluctance, felt obliged to take 
considerable liberties in the arrangement of this Elegy. The 
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Lest that thine eye8> which shining made me love you, 
Should frowning on my suit bid cease to move you ; 

inaccuracy of the copy given in the edition from which this 
has heen reprinted, was too manifest to allow him to foUow the 
plan of adhering to the text of that impression ; and, being thus 
forced to deviate from the rule he had prescribed to himself, 
it was his next object to render the copy in this edition as 
perfect as possible. In this attempt he is under much obli- 
gation to Mr. Haslewood, not only by availing himself of that 
gentleman's suggestion in the note to the Lee Priory 
edition, but also for his prompt replies to the Editor's personal 
inquiries. It appears from a note in Mr. Park's MS. in the 
Editor's copy, that in the first edition no numbers were affixed 
to the stanzas; that in the second they were introduced as given 
above; whilst in the third and fourth editions, the 1st stanza 
was No. 6, and those marked in the second edition, and 
in that by Sir Egerton Brydges, 2, 3, 4, 5, and part of 6, were 
totally omitted. The cause of this omission is justly attributed 
by Mr. Haslewood to the copy of this Elegy, from which the 
third edition was printed, being imperfect ; and from the fourth 
edition having been printed from the third. Under these drcum- 
stances the Editor has given this Elegy from the Lee Priory 
edition of the Rhapsody, with the slight alteration of having 
taken the concluding lines of the 3rd stanza from the 4th, 
with which that stanza commences in the second Edition — a 
change which it is hoped the obvious construction and sense 
of that stanza justifies; and which is supported by Mr. Ha- 
slewood's conjecture, as expressed in a note to the lines in ques- 
tion. It is with no assumed diffidence that the Editor hazards 
the conjecture with respect to the arrangement of this Elegy, that it 
«iiight not to be divided into stanzas, but should form a consecutive 

M 2 
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So that I fear like one at his wits' end^ 

Hoping to gain and fearing to offend. 

What pleaseth hope^ the same despair mislikes^ 

What hope sets down, those lines despair out strikes ; 

So that my nursing murdering pen affords 

A grave and cradle to my new-born words. 

But whilst, like clouds tost up and down the air, 

I racked hang 'twixt hope and sad despair. 

Despair is beaten vanquish'd from the field. 

And unto conq'ring hope my heart doth yield. 

poem. For the grounds of this hypothesis, (which is unfortu- 
nately at rariance with the dii^erent copies, he refers to 
the drcumstance of the sta^^zas in the first edition being 
unnumbered ; to the irregular numbering of the stanzas in the 
third edition ; and still more to the unequal and indeed inexpli- 
cable division of the poem in the second and third editions ; that 
in the edition of 1608 being as follows: 1st stanza, 14 lines ; 2nd 
stanza, 20 lines ; 3rd stanza, 6 lines; 4th stanza, 14 lines; 5th 
stanza, 14 lines; 6th stanza, 22 lines; 7th stanza, 16 lines; 
8th stanza, 20 lines ; 9th stanza, 10 lines ; 10th stanza, 10 
lines : — ^whilst in the third edition, the stanza, number 6, con- 
tains 24 lines ; number 7) 16 lines ; number 8, 19 lines ; 
number 9, 1 1 lines ; number ] 0, 9 lines ; but one line is ob- 
viously omitted by mistake. 

It is fair to conclude that, if in the first edition the poem is 
divided into stanzas, though unnumbered, the division arose 
from the carelessness of the compositor ; and that in tthe 
second edition, figures were placed between each division, per- 
haps from no other reason than because there was a space left 
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II. 
For when mine eyes impartiaUy are fixed 
On thy rose cheeks^ with lilies intermixed ; 
And on thy forehead, like a cloud of snow. 
From under which thine eyes like suns do show ; 
And all those parts, which curiously do meet 
'Twixt thy large spreading hair and pretty feet ; 
Yet looking on them all, discern no one. 
That owes not homage unto Cupids throne. 
Then Chastity, methinks, no claim should lay 
To this fair palm,' under Love's sceptre's sway : 
For only to the Queen of amorous pleasure 
Belongs thy beauty's tributary treasure : 
(Treasure, which doth more than those riches please. 
For which men plough long furrows in the seas.) 
If you were wrinkled, old, or Nature's scorn. 
Or time your beauty's colours had out- worn; 
Or were you mewed up from gazing eyes. 
Like to a cloister'd nun, which, living, dies ; 
Then might you wait on Chastity's pale Queen, 
Not being fair, or being fair, not seen. 

for them in the first edition. In the third edition a new 
caprice is evinced in the arrangement as well as in the number- 
ing ; and ample proof has just been dted of the careless manner 
in which the Elegy in question is inserted in the edition of 1611, 
and adopted in that of 1621. 

9 Bea]m.^^^dit. 1602. 
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III. 

^ But you are fair> so passings passing fair^ 
That love I most^ though loving I despair ; 
For when I saw your eyes, O, cursed bliss! 
Whose light I would not leave, nor yet would miss ; 
(For 'tis their life** alone by which I live. 
And yet their sight alone my death's wound give ;) 
Looking upon your heart's entangling look, 
I, like a heedless bird, was snar'd and took. 

IV. 

It lies not in our will to hate or love ; 
For Nature's influence our will doth move : 
And love of beauty. Nature hath innated 
In hearts of men, when first they were created. 
For e'en as rivers to the ocean run. 
Returning back from whence they first begun ; 
Or as the sky about the earth doth wheel. 
Or giddy air like to a drunkard reel : 
So with the CQurse of Nature doth agree. 
That eyes, which beauty's adamant do see. 
Should on affection's line trembling remain. 
True subject-like, eyeing their sovereign. 

V. 

If of mine eyes you also could bereave me. 
As you already of mine heart deceive me ; 

h Ughu^-edit. 1602. 
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Or could shut up my ravisli'd ears^ through which 
You likewise did my enchanted heart bewitch ; 
Or had in absence both these ills combin'd^ 
(For by your absence I am deaf and blind^ 
And neither ears nor eyes in aught delight 
But in your charming speech and gracious sight:) 
To root out love all means you can invent. 
Were all but labour lost, and time ill spent ; 
For as the sparks being spent with* fire procure. 
The fire doth brightly burning still endure; 
Through absence so your sparkling eyes remove. 
My breast still burns in endless flames of love. 

VI. 

Then strive not 'gainst the stream to none efiect ; 

But let due love yield love a due respect : 

Nor seek to ruin what yourself begun. 

Or loose a knot that cannot be undone ; 

But unto Cupid's bent conform your will. 

For will you, nill you, I must love you still. 

But if your will did swim with reason's tide. 

Or followed Nature's never erring guide. 

It cannot choose but bring you unto this. 

To tender that which by you gotten is. 

Why were you fair to be besought of many. 

If you live chaste not to be won of any ? 

For if that Nature Jove to Beauty offers. 

And Beauty shun the love that Nature profilers : 

* Which — edit. 1602. 
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Then^ either unjust Beauty is to blame^ 
With scorn to quench a lawful kindled flame ; 
Or else unlawfully if love we must> 
And be unlov'd, then Nature is unjust^ 
Unjustly then Nature hath hearts created^ 
There to love most^ where most their love is hated^ 
And flattering them with a fair-seeming ill. 
To poison them with Beauty's sugar'd pill. 

VII. 

Think you that Beauty's admirable worth 
Was to no end, or idle end brought forth ? 
No no : from Nature never deed did pass. 
But it by Wisdom's hand subscribed was. 
But you in vain are fair, if fair, not viewed. 
Or being seen, men's hearts be not subdued. 
Or making each man s heart yo ir beauty's thrall. 
You be enjoyed of no one at all. 
For as the lion*s strength to seize his prey. 
And fearful hart's'' light foot to run away. 
Are as an idle talent but abused. 
And fruitless had, if had, they be not used ; 
So you in vain have beauty's bonds to show. 
By which men's eyes engaged hearts do owe. 
If time shall cancel them before you gain 
Th' indebted tribute to your beauty's reign. 

VIII. 

But if, these reasons being vainly spent. 
You fight it out to the last argument, 

^ hear t s.- e eUt. 1611. hare.— I/ee Priory edition. 



\ 



I 



£LE6Y. 169 

Tell me but how one body can enclose, 
As loving friends^ two deadly hating foes? 
But when as contraries are mix'd tc^ether^ 
The colour made^ doth differ much from either; 
Whilst mutually at strife they do impeach 
The gloss and lustre proper unto each ; 
So^ where one body jointly doth invest 
An angel's face and cruel tiger's breast^ 
There dieth both allegiance and command^ 
For self-divided kingdoms cannot stand : 
But as a child that knows not what is what> 
Now craveth this^ and now affecteth that. 
And having, weighs not that which he requires. 
But is unpleased, even in his pleas'd desires : 
Chaste Beauty so both will, and will not have 
The self-same thing it childishly doth crave ; 
And wanton-like, now love, now hate affecteth. 
And love or hate obtain'd, as fast neglecteth. 

IX. 

So, like the web Penelope did weave. 
Which made by day, she did at night unreave. 
Fruitless affections' endless thread is spun. 
At one self-instant twisted, and undone. 
Nor yet is this chaste beauty's greatest ill ; 
For where it speaketh fair, it there doth kill. 
A marble heart under an amorous look 
Is of a flattering bait the murdering hook : 
For from a lady's shining-frowning eyes. 
Death's sable dart^ and Cupid's arrow flies. 
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X. 



Since then from Chastity and Beauty spring 

Such muddy streams^ where each doth reign as king ; 

Let tyrant Chastity's usurped throne 

Be made the seat of Beauty's grace alone : 

And let your beauty be with this suffic'd^ 

That my heart's city is by it surpris'd. 

Rase not my hearty nor to your beauty raise 

Blood-gilded trophies of your beauty's praise ; 

For wisest conquerors do towns desire 

On honourable terms^ and not with fire. 



SONNET XL 

THAT HE CANNOT LEAVE TO LOVE^ THOUGH 

COMMANDED. 

How can my love in equity be blamed^ 
Still to importune, though it ne'er obtain. 
Since though her face and voice will me refrain. 
Yet by her voice and face I am inflamed ? 

For when, alas ! her face with frowns is framed. 
To kill my love, but to revive my pain ; 
And when her voice commands, but all in vain. 
That love both leave to be, and to be named : 
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Her sjrren voice doth such enchantment move^ 

And though she frown^ ev'n frowns so lovely make 

her. 
That I of force am forced still to love. 
Since that' I must, and yet cannot forsake her. 

My fruitless prayers shall cease in vain to move her ; 

But my devoted heart ne'er cease to love" her. 



SONNET XII. 

HE DESIRES LEAVE TO WRITE OF HIS LOVE. 

Must my devoted heart desist to love her ? 
No : love I may, hut I may not confess it. 
What harder thing than love, and yet depress it ? 

liove most conceal'd, doth most itself discover. 

Had I no pen to shew that I approve her ; 

Were I tongue-tied, that I mi^t not address it. 
In plaints and prayers unfeigned to express it. 
Yet could I not my deep affection cover. 
Had I no pen, my very tears would shew it. 

Which write my* true affection in my face. 

Were I tongue-tied, my sighs would make her know it^ 
Whidi witness that I grieve at my disgrace. 

1 then.'SdiL 1602. 
■* more. — edit. 1608, but probably a mitprint. 
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Since then, though silent^ I my love discover. 
Oh let my pen have leave to say^ I love her ! 



QUID PLUMA LEVinS? PULVIS. QUID PULVERE ? 

VENTUS. 
QUID VENTO? MULIER. QUID MUIiIERE ? NIHIL. 

TRANSLATED THUS. 

Dust is lighter than a feather. 
And the wind more light than either : 
But a Woman's fickle mind. 
More than feather, dust, or wind. 

W. D.- 



■ Walter Daviioix. 



SONNETS, ODES, ELEGIES, 
AND OTHER POESIES. 

TEN SONNETS BY T. W. 



• A DIALOGUE 

BSTWBEN THB LOVEB AND HIS HBABT.® 

liOTBB. SpbaKj gentle hearty where is thy dwelling- 
place ? 

HBABT. With her whose birth the heav'ns themselves 

have blest. 

i/OVEB. What dost thou there?'* — heabt. Some- 
times behold her face^ 
And lodgQ sometimes within her chrystal 
breast. 

liOVEB. She cold> thou hot^ how can you then agree ? 

HBABT. Not Nature now^ but Love doth govern me. 

« A note to Sir Egerton Brydges's edition infonns us, that thii 
sonnet and the following, with some slight variations by Thomas 
Watson, were inserted in the Hekatompathia^ or PasHonate 
Century of Lom» They were not introduced in the first edition 
of the " Bhapsody." 

p «« Here."— ^i/. 1621. 
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LOVER. With her wilt thou remain, and let me die ? 

HEART. If I return, we both shall die for grief. 

LOVER. If still thou stay, what shall I get thereby ?"> 

HEART. I '11 move her heart to purchase thy relief. 

LOVER. What if her heart be hard, and stop his ears ? 

HEART. I 'U sigh aloud, and make him soft with tears. 

LOVER. If that prevail, wilt thou return from thence? 

HEART. Not I alone, my heart shal^ come with me. 

LOVER. Then will you both live under my defence ? 

HEART. So long as life will let us both agree. 

LOVER.' Why then despair? Go pack thee hence 

away; 
I live in hope to have a happy day.* 



A DIALOGUE 



BETWEEN A LOVER, DEATH, AND LOVE. 

LOVER. CoHE, gentle Death. — death. Who calls? 

LOVER. One that 's opprest. 
DEATH. What is thy will? — lover. That thou 

abridge my woe, 

<i " what good shall grow thereby ?" — Century of Love, 

r The initial L. is omitted in the edition of 1608. 

• In the fourth edition the initial H. is prefixed to this line. 
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By cutting off my life. — ^dbath. Cease thy 

request^ 
I cannot kill tliee yet. — lover. Alas! why so? 
DEATH. Thou want'st thy heart. — lovbr. Who stole 

that same away? 
DEATH. Love, whom thou serv'st; entreat him if 

thou may. 

LOVER. Come, Cupid, come. — Cupid. Who calleth 

me so oft ? 
LOVER. Thy vassal true, whom thou shouldst know 

by right. 
CUPID. What makes thy cry so faint ? — lover. My 

voice is soft. 
Quite broke and spent with crying day and 

night. 
CUPID. Why then what 's thy request ? — lover. 

That thou restore 
To me my heart, and steal the same no more. 

And thou, O Death, when I possess my 

healt. 
Dispatch me then at once.—- death. Alas ! 
why so ? 
lover. By promise thou art bound to end my smart. 
DEATH. But if thy heart return, then what's thy woe ? 
LOVER. That brought from frost, it never will desire 
To rest with me, that am more hot than fire. 
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THAT TIME HATH NO POWER TO END OR DIMINISH 

HIS LOVE. 

Time wasteth years^ and months^ and days^ and hours; 

Time doth consume fame^ riches^ wit^ and strength; 

Time kills the greenest herbs^ and sweetest flowers ; 

Time wears out youths and beauty's pride at length; . 

Time maketh every tree to die and rot; 

Time tumeth oft our pleasures into pain ; 

Time causeth wars and wrongs to be forgot ; 

Time clears the sky that first hung full of rain ; 

Time brings to nought the mightiest prince's state ; 

Time brings a flood from new-resolved snow ; 

Time calms the sea^ where tempests roared late ; 

Time eats whatsoe'er the moon doth see below : 
Yet shall no time upon my heart prevail^ 
Nor any time shall make my love to fail* 



love's hyperboles. 



If Love had lost his shafts^ and Jove down threw 
His thunder-bolts^ or spent his forked fire. 
They only might recovered be anew 
From out my heart, cross-wounded with desire. 
Or if debate by Mars were lost a space, ^ 
It might be found within the self-same place. 



SONNETS. 177 

If Neptune's "Waves were all dried up and gone^ 

My weeping eyes so many tears distill^ 

That greater seas might grow by them alone : 

Or if no flame were yet remaining still 

In Vulcan's forge, he might from out my breast 
Make choice of such as should beflt him best. 

If ^Eole were deprived of his charge^ 
Yet soon could I restore his ^vinds again. 
By sobbing sighs, which forth I blow at large 
To move her mind, that pleasures in my pain. 
What man but I could thus incline his will. 
To live in love, that hath no end of ill ? 



AN INVECTIVE AGAINST LOVE. 

XiOVE is a sour delight, a sugar'd grief, 
A living death, an ever-dying life, 
A breath of reason's law, a secret thief, 
A sea of tears, an everlasting strife : 
A bait for fools, a scourge of noble wits, 
A deadly wound, a shot that ever hits. 

• 

liove is a blinded god, a wayward boy, 
A labyrinth of doubts, an idle lust ; 

N 
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A slave of beauty's will^ a witless toy, 
A ravenous'* bird, a tyrant most unjust: 
A burning Heat in frost *, a flattering foe, 
A private hell, a very world of woe. 

Yet, mighty Love, regard not what I say. 
Who in a trance do lie, reft' of my wits; 
But blame the light that leads me thus astray. 
And makes my tongue thus rave by frantic fits : 
Yet hurt me* not, lest I sustain the smart. 
Which am content to lodge her in my heart. 



PETRARCH 8 SONNET TRANSLATED, 
Pace non trovo, et non ho da far guerra. 

I JOY not peace, where yet no war is found ; 

I fear and hope, I bum, yet freeze withal : 

I mount to heaven, yet lie still on the ground ; 

I nothing hold, yet I compass all. 

I live her bond, which neither is my foe. 
Nor friend, nor holds me fast, nor lets me go. 

t to.— €rfi/. 1608. u n.vemng.~redU, 1621. 

X A burning heat, a cold^ a flattering foe.— 0</t/. 1621. 

y bereft of all my^-^i/. 1608. « hier,>-~ediU 1008. 
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Love will not that I live, nor lets* me die ; 

Nor locks me fast, nor suffers me to 'scape : 

I want both eyes and tongue, yet see I ** cry. 

I wish for death, yet after help I gape. 
I hate myself, yet love another wight. 
And feed on grief in lieu of sweet delight. 

At self-same^ time I both lament and joy; 
I still am pleased, and yet displeased still : 
liove sometimes seems a god, sometimes a boy. 
Sometimes I sink, sometimes I swim at will. 

'Twixt death and life small difference I make. 

All this, dear Dame, endure I for thy sake. 
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HB PROVES HIMSELF TO ENDURE THE HELLISH TOR- 
MENTS OP TANTALUS, IXION, TITIU8, SISYPHUS, 

AND THE BELIDES. 

In that I thirst for such a Goddess' grace 
As wants remorse, like Tantalus I die : 
My state is equal to Ixion's case. 
Whose mangled limbs are turn'd continually. 

• Let, — ^in each edition of the Rhapsody ; the alteration in 
the text is justified by the copy in the ^^ Centwry of Love^'^* dted 
by Sir Egerton Brydges. 

^ and.^ edit, 1608. c At selftime, Scc-^^edii, 1621. 
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In tliat my rolling toils can have no end. 

Nor love> nor time^ nor chance will stand my friend. 

In that my heart consuming never dies, 
I feel with Titius an equal pain. 
Upon whose heart a vulture feeding lies : 
In that I rise through hope, and &11 again 

By fear ; like Sisyphus I labour still. 

To turn a rolling stone against a ' hill. 

In that I make my vows to her alone. 
Whose ears are deaf^ and will retain no sound. 
With Belides my state is all but one. 
Which fill a tub whose bottom is not sound. 
Thus in my heart, since love therein did dwell. 
Are all the torments to be found of hell. 



love's discommodities. 



Where heat of love doth once possess the heart. 
There cares oppress the mind with wonders ill. 
Wit runs awry, not fearing future smart. 
And fond desire doth overmaster will. 
The belly neither cares for meat nor drink 
Nor over-watched eyes desire to wink. 

<i the^ee^t^. 1608. 
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Footsteps are false^ and wavering to and fro; 

The pleasing flower of beauty fades away ; 

Reason retires^ and pleasure brings in woe^ 

And wisdom yieldeth place to black decay. 

Counsel and fame^ and friendship are contemn'd^ 
And bashful shame^ and Gods themselves condemned. 

Watchful suspect is linked with despair^ 
Inconstant hope is often drown'd in fears^ 
What folly hurts, fortune cannot repair. 
And misery doth swim in seas of tears ; 

Long use of life is but a ling'ring foe. 

And gentle death is only end of woe. 



ALLE60RT OF HIS LOVE TO A SHIP. 

Thb Boldier worn with wars, delights in peace. 
The pilgrim in his ease, when toils are past ; 
The ship to gain the port', when storms do cease j 
And I rejoice discharg'd from Love at last. 

Whom while I serv'd, peace, rest, and land I lost^ 
With wars, with toils, with storms, worn, tir'd and tost. 

Sweet liberty, now gives me leave to sing. 
What world it was, where Love the rule did bear ; 
How foolish chance by lots rul'd ev'ry thing. 
How error was main sail, each wave a tear. 
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The master^ Love himself, deep sighs were wind. 
Cares row'd with vows^ the ship a pensive mind. 

False hope the helm^ oft tum'd the ship about. 
And constant faith stood up for middle mast ; 
Despair the cable twisted all with doubt. 
Held griping grief the piked anchor fast : 
Beauty was all the rocks, but I at last. 
Have gained the port, and now my love is past. 



EXECRATION OF HIS PASSED LOVE. 

I CUR8E the time, wherein these lips of mine 
Did pray or praise the dame that was unkind : 
I curse my ink^ my paper^ and each line 
My hand hath writ, in hope to please* her mind : 
I curse her hollow hearty and flattering eyes. 
Whose sly deceits did cause my mourning cries. 

I curse the sugar'd speech and Syren's song^ 
Wherewith so oft she hath bewitch'd mine ear : 
I curse my foolish will that staid so long^ 
And took delight to *bide ' twixt hope and fear : 
I curse the hour, wherein I first began. 
By loving looks, to prove a witless man. 

« move.--^f/. 1608. 
f And tO(^ delight 'twixt hope and fearM-^it 1621. 
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• 

I curse those dajs whicli I have spent in vain^ 
In loving one ungrateful and unkind : 
I curse the bow and shafts that bred my pain^ 
And Love I curse^ that archer nak'd and blind : 

But on that hour that my fond love did>^ end, 

Millions of blessings I will ever spend. 

FINIS. 

T. W.^ 



A SONNET OF THE SUN ; 

A JEWEl>j BEING A SUN SHINING UPON THE 

MARIGOLD CLOSED IN A HEART OF GOLD^ SENT TO 

HIS MISTRESS^ NAMED MART. 

The sun doth make the marigold to flourish^ 
The sun's departure makes it droop again ; 
So golden Mary's sight my joys do nourish^ 
But by her* absence all my joys are slain. 
The sun the marigold makes live and die^ 
By her the sun shines brighter^ so may I. 
Her smiles do glad*^ the sun^ and light the air, 
Revive my hearty and dear the cloudy sky ; 

g doth.— ^i/. 1681. ^ Thomas Watson. 

> their_ei«<. 1608. ^ gnce,..^du, 1608. 
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Her frowns the air make dark^ the sun to lower^ 

The marigold to close^ my heart to die : 

By her the sun^ the flower^ the air and I^ 

Shine and darken^ spread and close, live and die. 

You are the sun, you are the golden ]\Iary, 

Passing the sun in brightness, gold in power ; 

I am the flower whom you do make to vary. 

Flourish when you smile, droop when you do lower. 

Oh let this heart of gold, sun, and flower, 

Still live, and shine, and spring in your heart's bower. 

Chas. Best. 



A sOnnet of the moon. 

Look how the pale Queen of the silent night 
Doth cause the Ocean to attend upon her. 
And he as long as she is in his sight. 
With his full tide is ready her to honour: 
But when the silver waggon of the Moon 
Is mounted up so high he cannot follow. 
The sea calls home his chrystal waves to moan. 
And with low ebb doth manifest his sorrow. 
So you, that are the sovereign of my heart. 
Have all my joys attending on your will> 
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My joys low ebbing when you do depart^ 
When you return^ their tide my heart doth fiU. 
So as you come^ and as you do depart^ 
Joys ebb and flow within my tender heart. 

Chas. Best. 



THREE SONNETS FOR A PROEM TO 
THE POEMS FOLLOWING. 

THAT LOVE ONLY MADE HIM A POET^ AND THAT 

ALL SORTS OF VERSES, BOTH IN RHYME AND 

MEASURE^ AOREE WITH HIS LADY. 

SONNET I. 

Some men^ they say, are poets bom by kind. 
And suck that science from their mother's breast ; 
An easy art that comes with so great rest. 
And happy men to so good hap assign'd.* 
In some, desire of praise inflames the mind. 
To climb with pain Parnassus' double crest : 

1 to men so good hap tissigneA.—edit. 1621. 
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Some> hope of rich rewards hath so possest^ 
That gold^ in Castell "^ sands they seek to find. 
Me^ neither Nature hath a poet made> 
Nor love of glory mov'd to learn the trade> 
Nor thirst of gold persuaded me " to write. 
For Nature's graces are too fine for me ; 
Praise, like the peacock, prides herself to see ; 
Desire of gain the basest mind's delight. 



SONNET II. 

What mov'd me then ? say. Love, for thou canst tell 

Of thee I learn'd this skilly if skill I have. 

Thou knowest the Muse, whose help I always crave. 

Is none of those that on Parnassus dwell. 

My muse is such as doth them all excel; 

They all to her alone their cunning gave. 

To sing, to dance^ to play, to make so brave : 

Thrice threefold graces her alone befel. 

From her do fiow the streams that water me; 

Here is the praise, if I a poet be; 

Her only look both will and skill doth give. 

What marvel tlien if I those laws refuse. 

Which other poets in their making use. 

Since by her looks I write, by which I live ! 

» Castal.— «di/. 1608. " for—- edit. 1602. 
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Thus am I free from laws that others bind^ 
Who divers verse to divers matter frame ; 
All kind of styles do serve my Lady's name^ 
What they in all the world, in her I find. 
The lofty verse doth shew her noble mind^ 
By which she quencheth love's enraged flame ; 
Sweet lyrics sing her heavenly beauty's fame ; 
The tender elegy speaks her pity kind. 
In moumfiil tragic verse for her I die ; 
In comic she revives me with her eye : 
All serve my Goddess both for mirth and moan; 
Bach look she casts doth breed both peace and strife ; 
Each word she speaks doth cause both death and life ; 
Out of myself I live in her alone. 



ODE. 

WHERE HIS LADY KEEPS HIS HBABT. 

Sweet Love^ mine only trea8ure> 
For service long unfeigned^ 
Wherein I nought have gained^ 
Vouchsafe this little pleasure^ 
To tell me in what part 
My Lady keeps my heart. 
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If in her hair so slender^ 
Like golden nets entwined^ 
Which fire and art hare fined ; 
Her thrall my heart I render 
For ever to abide 
With locks so dainty tied. 

If in her eyes she bind it> 
Wherein that fire was framed^ 
By which it is inflamed^ 
I dare not look to find it ; 
I only wish it sights 
To see that pleasant light. 

But if her breast have deigned 
With kindness to receive it, 
I am content to leave it. 
Though death thereby were gained 
Then, Lady, take your own. 
That lives for you alone. 



TO HER EYES. 

Fain would I learn of thee, thou murd'ring eye. 
Whether thy glance be fire, or else a dart : 
For with thy look in flames thou mak'st me fry. 
And with the same thou strik'st me to the heart. 

Pierc'd with thy looks I bum in fire. 

And yet those looks I still desire. 
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The fty, that buzzeth round about the flame^ 
Knows not^ poor soul> she gets her death thereby ; 
I see my deaths and seeing^ seek the same^ 
And seeking^ iind^ and findings choose to die. 

That when thy looks my life have slain^ 

Thy looks may give me life again. 

Turn then to me those sparkling eyes of thine^ 
And with their fiery glances pierce my heart; 
Quench not my lights lest I in darkness pine ; 
Strike deep and spare not^ pleasant is the smart. 

So by thy looks my life be spilt^ 

Kill me as often as thou wilt. 



ODE II. 

THB MORE FAVOUR HE OBTAINS^ THE MORE 

HE DESIRES. 

As soon may water wipe me dry. 

And fire my heat allay. 
As you with favour of your eye 
Make hot desire decay. 
The more I have. 
The more I crave ; 
-^ The more I crave, the more desire. 
As piles of wood increase the fire. 
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The senseless stone that from on high 

Descends to earth below^ 
With greater haste itself doth ply> 
The less it hath to go ; 
So feels desire 
Increase of fire. 
That still with greater force doth burn, 
'Till all into itself it turn. 

The greater favour you bestow, 

The sweeter my delight ; 
And by delight desire doth grow. 
And growing gathers might. 
The less remains. 
The more my pains. 
To see myself so near the brink. 
And yet my fill I cannot drink. 



LOVE THE ONLY PRICE OF LOVE* 

The fairest pearls that Northern seas do breed. 
For precious stones from Eastern coasts are sold ; 
Nought yields the earth that from exchange is freed. 
Gold values all, and all things value gold. 

Where goodness wants an equal change to make. 
There greatness serves, or number place dodi take. 
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No mortal tiling can bear so high a price^ 

But that with mortal thing it may be bought ; 

The com of Sicil' buys the Western spice ; 

French wine of us, of them our cloth is sought. 
No pearls, no gold, no stones, no corn, no spice. 
No cloth, no wine, of Love can pay the price. 

What thing is Love, which nought can countervail ? 

Nought save itself, ev'n such a thing is Love. 

All worldly wealth in worth as far doth fail. 

As lowest earth doth yield to heav'n above. 
Divine is Love, and scorneth worldly pelf. 
And can be bought with nothing, but with® self. 

Such is the price my loving heart would pay; 

Such is the pay thy love doth claim as due. 

Thy due is love, which I, poor I, assay. 

In vain assay to 'quite with l^endship true : 
True is my love, and true shall ever be. 
And truest love is far too base for thee. 

Love but thyself, and love thyself alone. 
For save thyself, none can thy love requite : 
All mine thou hast, but all as good as none. 
My small desert must take a lower flight. 

Yet if thou wilt vouchsafe my heart such bliss. 

Accept it for thy prisoner as it is. 

o it,-^dit. 1621. 



19S POETICAL BHAPSODY. 



HIS HEART ARRAIGNED OF THEFT^ AND ACQUITTBD. 

Mr heart was found within my lady's breast. 
Close couch'd for fear that no man might him see^ 
On whom suspect did serve a straight arrest. 
And felon-like he must arraigned be ; 

What could he mean so closely there to stay. 

But by deceit to steal her heart away ? 

The bench was set, the prisoner forth was brought. 
My mistress' self chief judge to hear the cause : 
Th' indictment read, by which his blood was sought. 
That he, poor heart, by stealth had broke the laws ; 

His plea was such as each man miglit descry; 

For grace and truth were read in neither p eye. 

Yet forc'd to speak, his farther plea was this. 
That sore pursu'd by me that sought his blood. 
Because so oft his presence I did miss. 
Whilst as he said, he labour'd for my good : 

He, void of help to have his harms redrest. 

Took sanctuary in^ her sacred breast. 

The gentle Judge that saw his. true intent. 
And that his cause did touch her honour near, 

p Either.— ^rfi/. 1602. q From edit. 1621. 
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Since he from me to her for succour went : 
That truth ^ might reign, \v^here rigour did appear. 
Gave sentence thus : that if he there would 'bide. 
That place was made, a guiltless heart to hide. 



MADRIGAL I. 

Thine eyes so bright 

Bereft my sight. 
When first I view'd thy face ; 

So now my light 

Is turn'd to night, 
I stray from place to place. 

Then guide me of thy kindness. 

So shall I bless my blindness. 



PHALEUCIACK I. 

Time nor place did I want, what held me tongue-tied ? 
What charms, what magical abused altars } 
Wherefore wish'd I so oft that hour unhappy. 
When with freedom I might recount my torments, 

1 As in the text in edit. 1621, but ruth in each preceding 
edition. 

O 



i 
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And plead for remedy by true lamenting ? 
Dumb, nay dead^ in a trance I stood amazed. 
When those looks I beheld that late I long'd for : 
No speech^ no memory, no life remained ; 
Now speech prateth apace, my grief bewraying ; 
Now bootless memory my plaints rememb'reth ; 
Now life moveth again, but all avails not. 
Speech, life, and memory die altogether ; 
With speech, life, memory, love only dies not. 



DEADLY SWEETNESS. ^ 

Sweet thoughts, the food on which I feeding starve; 
Sweet tears, the drink that more augments my thirst; 
Sweet eyes, the stars by which my course doth swerve ; 
Sweet hope, my death, which wast my life at first ; j 

Sweet thoughts, sweet tears, sweet hope, sweet eyes, ) 

How chance that death in sweetness lies ? 



MADRIGAL II. 

VERBAL LOVE. 

If love be made of words, as woods of trees. 
Who more beloved than I ? 

If love be hot where true desire doth freeze. 
Who more than she doth fry? 



J 
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Are drones that make no honey, counted bees ? 

Is running water dry ? 
Is that a gainful trade that has no fees ? 

He live, that dead doth lie? 
What else but blind is he that nothing sees ? 
But deaf that hears no cry ? 
Such is her vowed love to me. 
Yet must I think it true to be. 



ladies' BYB8 SERVB CUPID BOTH FOR DARTS 

AND FIRE. 

Oft have I mus'd the cause to find. 
Why love in ladies' eyes doth dwell; 
I thought, because himself was blind. 
He look'd that they should guide him well. 

And sure his hope but seldom fails. 

For love by ladies' eyes prevails. 

But time, at last, hath taught me wit. 

Although I bought my wit full dear ; 

For by her eyes my heart is hit ; 

Deep is the wound, though none appear. 
Their glancing beams as darts he throws. 
And sure he hath no jihafts but those. 

I mus'd to see their eyes so brkdit. 
And little thought jthey had been fire; 

o 2 
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I gaz'd upon them with delight^ 

But that delight hath bred desire : 
What better place can love require. 
Than that where grow both shafts and fire ? 



LOVE S CONTRARIETIES. 

I SMILE sometimes amidst my greatest grief, 
Not for delight, for that long since is fled ; 
Despair, did shut the gate against relief. 
When love at first, of death the sentence read. 
But yet I smile sometimes in midst of pain. 
To think what toys do toss my troubled head ; 
How * most I wish, that most I should refrain. 
And seek the thing that least I long to find ; 
And find the wound by which my heart is slain. 
Yet want both skill and will to ease my mind. 
Against my will I burn with free consent ; 
I live in pain, and in my pain delight ; 
I cry for death, yet am to live content ; 
I hate the day, yet never wish for nigBt ; 
I freeze for cold, and yet refrain the fire ; 
I long to see, and yet I shun her sight ; 
I scald in sun, and y^t no shade desire ,* 
I live by death, and vi^ I wish to die ; 
I feel no hurt, and xet^dr^'heip^kjuire ; 
I die by life, and yc 




HEU, COGCflt W^THajCjtrs^ ESSE MEI. 
s Now edit. 1621. 



ODE III. 



DESIRE AND HOPE. 



Desire and hope have mov'd my mind 
To seek for that I cannot find. 
Assured faith in woman-kind ; 

And love with love rewarded. 
Self-love all but himself disdains ; 
Suspect as chiefest virtue reigns ; 
Desire of change, unchanged remains : 

So light is love regarded. 

True friendship is a naked name. 
That idle brains in pastime frame ; 
Extremes are always worthy blame. 

Enough is common kindness. 
What floods of tears do lovers spend ! 
What sighs from out their hearts they send ! 
How many may, and will not mend ? 

Love is a wilful blindness. 

What is the love they so desire ? 
Like love for love, and equal fire : 
Good loving worms, which love require. 
And know not when they have it. 
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Is love in words ? fair words may feign. 
Is love in looks ? sweet looks are vain : 
Both these in common kindness reign^ 
Yet few or none so crave it. 

Thou would'st be loved^ and that of one. 

For vice ? thou may'st seek love of none. 

For virtue ? why of her alone ? 
I say no more^ speak you that know the truths 
If so great love be aught but heat of youth } *■ 



ELEGY- III. 

HER PRAISE IS IN HER WANT. 

She only is the pride of Nature's skill : 
In none but her all graces friendly meet. 
In all save her^ may Cupid have his will^ 
By none but her^ is fancy under feet. 

Most strange of all^ her praise is in her want ; 

Her heart that should be fleshy is Adamant. 

LAUDO QUOD LU6E0. 

^ K so great bve be aught but fear of youth.— «<«/. 1611. 

If BO great love be aught but of youth.— «</f/. 1621. 
» Madngal IIL— «<ff/. 1608. 
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HER OUTWARD GESTURE DECEIVING HIS 
INWARD HOPE. 

Smooth are thy looks^ so is the deepest stream ; 

Soft are thy lips, so is the swallowing sand ; 
Fair is thy sight, but like unto a dream ; 

Sweet is thy promise, but it will not stand. 
Smooth, soft, fair, sweet, to them that lightly touch ; 
Rough, hard, foul, sour, to them that take too much. 

Thy looks so smooth have drawn away my sight ; 

Who would have thought that hooks could so be hid? 
Thy lips so soft have fretted my delight. 

Before I once suspected what they did. 
Thy face so fair hath burnt me with desire ; 
Thy words so sweet were bellows for the fire. 

And yet I love the looks that made me blind. 
And like to kiss the lips that fret my life ; 

In heat of fire an ease of heat I find. 
And greatest peace in midst of greatest strife : 

That if my choice were now to make again, 

I would not have this joy without this pain. 
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PHALEUCIACK II. 

How, or where have I lost myself? Unhappy f 
Dead nor live am I neither, and yet am both. 
Through despair am I dead, by hope revived ; 
Weeping wake I the night from even to morning, 
JSighing waste I the day from morn to evening. 
Tears are drink to my thirst, by tears I thirst more ; 
Sighs are meat that I eat ; I hunger eating ; 
Might I, Oh that I might refrain my feeding ! 
Soon would ease to my heart by death be purchas'd. 
Life and light do I lack, when I behold not 
Those bright beams of her eyes, Apollo dark'ning; 
Life and light do I lose when I behold them. 
All as snow by the sun resolv'd to water. 
Death and life I receive her eyes beholding ; 
Death and life I refuse, not in beholding. 
So that, dead or alive, I may behold them. 



L ENVOY, IN RHYMING PHALEUCIACKB. 

Muse not. Lady, to read so strange a metre ; 

Strange grief, strange remedy for ease requireth ; 

"Wlien sweet joy did abound, I writ the sweeter ; 

Now that weareth away, my muse retireth* 
In you lies it alone to cure my sadness. 
And therewith to revive my heart with gladness. 



SONNET IV. 



DESIRE HATH CONQUERED REVENOE/ 



Wrong'd by Desire, I yielded to Disdain, 

Who call'd Revenge to work my spite thereby. 

Rash was Revenge, and sware Desire should die ; 

No price nor prayer his pardon might obtain: 
Down to my heart in rage he hastes amain. 

And stops each passage, lest Desire should fly ; 

Within my ears disdainful words did lie ; 

Proud looks did keep mine eyes with scornful train. 
Desire, that erst but flickered in my breast. 

And wanton-like now prick'd, now gave me rest ; 

For fear of death sunk deeper in my heart : 

There reigns he now, and there will reign alone. 
Desire is jealous, and gives part to none ; 
Nor he from me, nor I from him can start. 



THAT HE IS UNCHANGEABLE. 

The love of change hath chang'd the world throughout. 
And nought is counted good but what is strange : 

^ This line is omitted in the first edition. 
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New things wax old^ old new^ all turn about> 
And all things change except the love of change. 

Yet feel I not this love of change in me^ 

But as I am^ so will I always be. 

For who can change that likes his former choice ? 
Who better wish^ that knows he hath the best } 
How can the heart in things unknown rejoice^ 
If joy well tried can bring no certain rest ? 

My choice is made> change he that list for me ; 

Such as I am, so ^ will I always be. 

Who ever chang'd and not confess'd his want ? 
And who confess'd his want and not his woe ? 
. Then change who list, thy woe shall not be scant ; 
Within thyself thou feed'st thy mortal foe. 

Change calls for change ; no end, no ease for thee 

Then as I am, so will I always be. 

Mine eyes confess they have their wished sight ; 
My heart affirms it feels the love it sought ; 
Mine inward thoughts are fed with true delight. 
Which full consent of constant joy hath wrought. 

And full consent desires no change to see : 

Then as I am, so will I always be. 



J such, — first and fourth edition^ but as in the text in the 
third edition. 
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Rest then, my hearty and keep thine old delight^ 
Which, like the Phoenix, waxeth young each day : 
£ach hour presents new pleasure to my sight ; 
More cause of joy increaseth ev'ry way. 

True love with age doth daily clearer see : 

Then as I am, so will I always be. 

What gain'd fair Cresside by her faithless change. 
But loss of time, of beauty, health, and life ? 
Mark Jason's hap, that ever lov'd to range. 
That lost his children and his princely wife. 

Then change farewell, thou art no mate for me : 

But as I am, so will I always be. 

JAMAIS AULTRE.* 



TO HIS EYES. 

Unhappy eyes, the causers' of my pain. 
That to my foe betray'd my strongest hold. 
Wherein he like a tyrant now doth reign. 
And boasts of winning that which treason ^ sold. 
Too late you call for help of me in vain. 
Whom' love hath bound in chains of massy gold ; 
The tears you shed increase my hot desire. 
As water on the smithy kindles fire. 

* Omitted in the fourth edition. » cau8er.-i^f^ 1621. 

^ reason. — edit 1621. 
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The sighs that from my heart ascend^ 
Like wind disperse ' the flame throughout my breast ; 
No part is left to harbour quiet rest> 
I bum in fire^ and do not spend ; 
Like him, whose growing maw 
The vulture still doth gnaw. 



ODE IV. 

UPON VISITING HIS LADY BY MOONLIGHT. 

The night, say all, was made to ^ rest ; 
And so say I, but not for all: 
To them the darkest nights are best. 
Which give them leave asleep to fell. 
But I that seek my rest by light. 
Hate sleep, and praise the clearest night. 

Bright was the Moon, as bright as day ; 

And Venus glistered in the West; 

Whose light did lead the ready way. 

That brought me to my wished rest. 

Then each of them increased their light. 
While I enjoy'd her heavenly sight. 

<= disperst. — edit, 1621. ^ for edit. 1602. 
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Say, gentle Dames, what * mov'd your mind 

To shine *8o bright above your wont ? 

Would Phoebe fair Endymion find ? 

Would Venus see Adonis hunt ? 
No, no, you feared by her sight. 
To lose the praise of beauty bright. 

At last, for shame you shrunk away. 
And thought to 'reave the world of light ; 
Then shone my Dame with brighter ray. 
Than that which comes from Phoebus* sight : 
None other light but her's I praise. 
Whose nights are clearer than the days. 



UPON HER ABSENCE. 

The summer sun, that scalds the ground with heat. 
And burns the grass, and dries the river's source. 
With milder beams the farthest earth doth beat. 
When through the frozen Goat he runs his course. 
The fire, that burns whatever comes to hand. 
Doth hardly heat that farthest oflf doth stand. 

Not ^ so, the heat that sets my heart on fire. 
By distance, slakes, and lets me cool again : 

e who edit 1621. 

f As in the text in the first, liiit " No so," evidently a mis- 
print, in the second edition. 
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But stilly the farther off^ the more desire^ 
The absent fire doth burn with hotter pain. 

My lady's presence burnt me with desire ; 
' Her absence turns me into flaming fire. 

Whoso' hath seen the flame that burneth bright^ 
By outward cold in narrow room supprest. 
Increase in heat, and rage with greater mighty 
May guess what force of fire torments my breast : 
So run the swelling streams with double force. 
Where locks or piles are set to stay their course. 

For when my heart perceiv'd her parting near. 
By whose sweet sight he lives, that else should die ; 
It clos'd itself to keep those beams so clear. 
Which from her look had pierc'd it through the eye. 
The fiery beams, which would brealc out so fiun. 
By seeking vent, increase my burning pain. 

But if my Dear return alive and sound. 
That these mine eyes may see her beauty bright. 
My heart shall spread with joy that shall abound, 
And open wide, receiving clearer light. 
She shall recover that which I possess. 
And I thereby enjoy no whit the less. 



ODE V. 

PETITION TO HAVE HER LEAVE TO DIE 

When will the fountain of my tears be dry ? 

When will my sighs be spent ? 
When will desire agree to let me die ? 
When will thy * heart relent ? 
It is not for my life I pleads 
Since death the way to rest doth lead; 
But stay for thy consent^ 
Lest thou be discontent. 

For if myself without thy leave I kill. 

My ghost will never rest ; 

So hath it sworn to work thine only ^vill. 

And holds that ever best. 

For since it only lives by thee. 

Good reason thou the ruler be : 

Then give me leave to die. 

And shew thy power thereby. 

s my. — M and 4th edits. 
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THE lover's absence KILLS ME^ HER PRESENCE 

CURES ME.** 

The frozen snake^ oppressed with heaped snow^ 
By struggling hard gets out her tender head. 
And spies far off, from where she lies below. 
The winter sun that from the North is fled : 
But all in vain she looks upon the light. 
Where heat is wanting to restore her might. 

What doth it help a wretch in prison pent. 
Long time with biting hunger overpress'd. 
To* see without, or smell within the scent 
Of dainty fare, for others* tables dress'd? 

Yet snake and prisoner both behold the thing. 

The which, but not with sight, might comfort bring. 

Such is my state, or worse, if worse may be. 
My heart oppressed with heavy frost of care ; 
Debarr'd of that which is most dear to me, 
Kiird up with cold, and pin'd with evil fare : 
And yet I see the thing might yield relief. 
And yet the sight doth breed my greater grief. 

So Thisbe saw her lover through the wall. 
And saw thereby she wanted that she saw : 

'" This line does not occur in the first edition. 
' As in the text in the first, but " I see," &c. in the third 
and fourth editions. 
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And so I see^ and seeing want withal^ 

And wanting so^ unto my death I draw : 
And so my death were twenty times my friend^ 
If with this verse my hated^ life might end. 



ODE VI. 

TUB KIND lover's COMPLAINT IN FINDING NOTHING 
BUT FOLLY FOR HIS FAITHFULNESS.' 

If my decay be your increase ; 

If my distress be your delight; 

If war in me procure you peace ; 

If wrong to me, to you be right; 

I would, decay, distress, war, wrong. 
Might end the life that ends so long. 

Yet, if by my decay you grow. 
When I am spent your growth is past ; 
If from my grief your joy do flow. 
When my grief ends, your joy flies fast: 

Then for your sake, though to my pain, 

I strive to live, to die full fain. 



y heated, — ^in the Moond edition, bat as in the text in the fint. 
' This title is not in the first edition. 
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For if I die, my war must cease ; 
Then can I suffer wrong no more : 
My war once done^ farewell your peace^ 
My wrongs your right doth still restore : 

Thus for your right I suffer wrong; 

And for your peace^ my war prolong. 

But since no thing can long endure^ 
That sometime hath not needful rest ; 
What can my life your joy assure^ 
If still I wail^ with grief opprest ? 
The strongest stomach fednts at last. 
For want of ease and due repast. 

My restless sighs break out so fast. 
That time to breathe they quite deny; 
Mine eyes so many tears have cast. 
That now the springs themselves are dry. 
Then grant some little ease from pain. 
Until the spring be full again. 

The giant whom the vulture gnaws, 

Until his heart be grown, hath peace : 

And Sisyphus, by hellislulaws. 

Whilst that the stone rolls down, doth cease. 
But all in vain I strive for rest. 
Which breeds more sorrow in my breast. 



ODKS. Sll 



Let my decay be your increase^ 
Let my distress be your delight : 
Let war in me procure your peace^ 
Let ^vrong in me to you be right ; 
That by my grief your joy may live. 
Vouchsafe some little rest to give. 



ODE VII. 



UNHAPPY ETE8« 



Olobe your lids, unhappy eyes. 
From the sight of such a change: 
Love hath learned to despise; 
Self-conceit hath made him strange : 
Inward now his sight he tumeth. 
With himself in love he bumeth. 

If abroad he beauty spy. 
As by chance he looks abroad; 
Or it is wrought by his eye. 
Or forc'd out by painter's fraud: 
Save himself none fair, he deemeth. 
That himself too much esteemeth. 

p 2 
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Coy disdain hath kindness' place, ' 

Kindness forc'd to hide his head : 

True desire is counted base ; 

Hope with hope is hardly fed : 
Love is thought a fiiry needless^ 
He that hath it shall die speedless. 

Then, mine eyes, why gaze you so ? 

Beauty scorns the tears yon shed ; 

Death you seek to end my woe^ 

Oh ! that you of death were sped : 
But with Love hath Death conspired 
To kill none whom Love hath fired. 



CUPID SHOOTS LIGHT, BUT WOUNDS SOBS.* 

Cupid, at length I spy thy crafty wile. 
Though for a time thou didst me sore beguile. 
When first thy shaft did wound my tender heart. 
It touch'd me light ; methought I felt some pain ; 
Some little prick at first did make me smart. 
But yet that grief was quickly gpne again. 
Full small account I made of such a sore. 
As now doth rankle inward more and more. 

* This line is omitted in the first edition. 



ODES. dl3 

So poison first the sinews lightly strains^ 

Then strays^ and after spreads through all the veins ; 

No otherwise^ than he^ that prick'd with thorn. 

Starts at the firsts and feels no other grief; 

As one^ whose heart so little hurt did scom^ 

And deigned not to seek despised relief: 

At last when rest doth after travel come^ 

That little prick the joint with pain doth numb. 

What may I think the cause of this thy craft. 
That at the first thou stick'st^ not deep thy shaft ? 
If at the first I had thy stroke espied, 
(Alas, I thought thou would'st not dally so !) 
To keep myself always I would have tried ; 
At least I think I might have cur'd my woe ; 
Yet, truth to say, I did suspect no less ; 
And knew it too ; at least, I so did guess. 

I saw, and yet would willingly be blind : 
I felt the sting, yet fiatter'd still my mind ; 
And now, too late, I know my former guilt. 
And seek in vain to heal my cureless sore : 

•» on. 

c stiok'st.—In the Lee Priory edition strik'st is suggested 
as the proper reading: but it is submitted that '^ to stick 
deep a shaft" is as correct, though perhaps not so elegant, as *' to 
strike deep," &c. 



S14 POETICAL BHAPSODT. 

My life I doubt, my health ' I know is 8pilt> 
A just reward for dallying so before : 
For I that would not> when I might have ease. 
No maryel though I cannot when I please. 

CLIPEUM POST YUI/NERA. 



> true description of love: 
:paraphra8ticali/Y translated out of Petrarch's 

cm. SONNET^ BEGINNINO^ * 
^' S* amor non d, che dunque k quel ch'io sentow^ 



»> 



If Love be nothing but an idle name, 

A Tain device of foolish Poets' skill : 

A feigned fire^ devoid of smoke and flame ; 

Then what is that which me tormenteth still ? 
If such a thing as love indeed there be^ 
What kind of things or which^ or where is he ? 

If it be good^ how causeth it such pain ? 

How doth it breed such grief within my breast? 

d wealth.— 6(itA 1621. 

« The title of this poem in the first edition is, '' A Paraphras- 
tical Translation of Petrarch*s Sonnet, beginning,'* &c 
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If nought^ how cliBnoe the grief that I sustain^ 
Doth seem so sweet imiidst my great unrest ? 
For siire^ methinks it is a wondrous thing. 
That so great pain should so great pleasure bring. 

If with my will amidst these flames I fry. 

Whence come these tears? how chance I thus complain ? 

If force perforce I bear this misery. 

What help these tears that cannot ease my pain ? 

How can this fancy bear such sway in me. 

But if myself consent that so it be ? 

And if myself consent that so it be. 
Unjust I am thus to complain and cry ; 
To look that other men should succour me. 
Since by my fault I feel such misery. 

Who will not help himself, when well he can. 

Deserves small help of any other man. 

Thus am I tost upon the troublous seas. 
By sundry winds, whose blasts blow sundry ways : 
And ev'ry blast still driving where it please. 
Brings hope and fear to end my lingering days. 
The steersman gone, sail, helm, and tackle lost. 
How can I hope to gain the wished coast ? 

Wisdom and folly is the luckless freight, 
Mj ship therewith ballast unequally : 
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Wisdom too hght, folly of too great weighty 
My bark and I^ through them in jeopardy : 
Thus^ in the midst of this perplexity^ 
I wish for death, and yet am loth to die* 



FAIR FACE, AND HARD HEART. ^ 

Fair is thy face, and that thou know'st too well. 
Hard is thy heart, and that thou wilt not know: 
Thou hear'st ^ and smil'st, when I thy praises tell ; 
But stop'st thine ears when I my grief would show : 
Yet though in vain, needs must I speak. 
Or else my swelling heart would break. 

And when I speak, my breath doth blow the fire. 
With which my burning heart cmisumes away ; 
I call upon thy name, and help require. 
Thy dearest name, which doth me still betray : 

For grace, sweet Grace, thy name doth sound. 

Yet, ah ! in thee no grace is found. 

Alas, to what part shall I then appeal ? 

Thy face so fair disdains to look on me ; 

Thy tongue commands my heart his grief conceal; 

Thy nimble feet from me do always flee;. 

Thine eyes cast fire to bum my heart. 

And thou rejoicest in my smart. 

< Omitted in the first edition. f flear*8t.— «(li/. 1611, 
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Then^ since thou seest the life I lead in pain^ 
And that for thee I suffer aU this grief; 
Oh let my heart this small request obtain^ 
That thou agree it pine without relief ! 

I ask not love^ for my good will^ 

But leave, that I may love thee still. 

QUID MINUS OPTARI PER MEA VOTA POTEST. 



ODE VIII. 

DISDAIN AT VARIANCE WITH DESIRE. ^ 

Disdain that so doth fill me^ 
Hath surely sworn to kill me^ 

And I must die ; 
Desire that still doth burn me^ 
To life again will turn me^ 

And live must I. 
Oh kill me then^ Disdain ! 
That I may live again. 

Thy looks are life unto me^ 
And yet those looks undo me^ 

O death and life ! 
Thy smile some rest doth show me^ 
Thy frown with war o'erthrow me, 

O peace and strife ! 

^ Omitted in the first edition. 
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Nor life nor death is either. 
Then give me both, or neither. 

Life only cannot please me. 
Death only cannot ease me ; 

Change is delight. 
I live, that death may kill me ; 
I die, that life may fill me. 

Both day and night. 
If once Despair decay. 
Desire will wear away. 



AN INVBCTIVB AOAINST LOVE. 

All is not gold that shineth bright in show. 

Nor* every flower so good, as fair to sight ; 

The deepest streams, above do calmest flow ; 

And strongest poisons oft the taste delight ; 
The pleasant bait doth hide the harmfdl^ hook. 
And false deceit can lend a friendly look. 

Love is the gold, whose ontward hue ' doth pass. 
Whose first beginnings goodly promise make 
Of pleasures fair, and fresh as summer's grass. 
Which neither sun can. parch, nor wind can shake: 

i not.— ^i^. 1602, 1608, and 1611. 
k hannless.— «dtto. 1611, and 1621. 

1 ihow,— in the second editian, but as the text in the first 
and third. 
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But when the mould should in the fire be tried^ 
The gold is gone ; the dross doth still abide. 

Beauty the flower^ so fresh^ so fair^ so gay> 

So sweet to smelly so soft to touch and taste ; 

As seems it should endure^ by right for aye^ 

And never be with any storm defac'd; 

But when the baleful Southern wind doth blow, 
Gone is the glory which it erst did show. 

Love is the stream^ whose waves so calmly flow^ 
As might entice men's minds to wade therein ; 
Love is the poison mixt with sugar so> 
As might by outward sweetness liking win. 
But as the deep o'erflowing stops thy breathy 
So poison once receiv'd brings certain death. 

Love is the bait^ whose taste the fish deceives^ 
And makes them swallow Uown the choking hook ; 
Love is the face whose fairness judgment 'reaves^ 
And makes thee trust a false and feigned look. 
But as the hook the foolish fish doth kiU^ 
So flatfring looks^ the lover's life do spill. 

USQUE ADEO DULCE PUELLA tfALUM EST. "* 

» Omitted in the fourth edition. 
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UPON AN HEROICAIi POEM 

WHICH HE HAD BEGUN, IN IMITATION OP VIBGI", 

OP THE FIRST INHABITING THIS FAMOUS ISLE 

BY BRUTE AND THE TROJANS. 

My wanton Muse, that whilom e wont to sing. 
Fair beauty's praise, and Venus' sweet delight ; 
Of late had chang'd the tenor of her string, 
To higher tunes than serve for Cupid's fight ; 
Shrill trumpets' sound, sharp swords and lances strong. 
War, blood, and death, were matter of her song. 

The God of Love by chance had heard thereof. 
That I was prov'd a rebel to his crown ; 
Fit words for war, quoth he, with angry scoff, 
A likely man to write of Mars his frown." 

Well are they sped, whose praises he shall » write ; 

Whose wanton pen can nought but love indite. 

This said, he whisk'd his party-colour'd wings. 
And dovm to earth he comes, more swift than thought; 
Then to my heart in angry haste he flings. 
To see what change these ^ news of wars had wrought : 
He pries and looks, and ransacks ev'ry vein. 
Yet finds he nought, save love, and lover's pain. 

Then I, that now perceiv'd his needless fear. 
With heavy smile began to plead my cause ; 

n Marre*s £rown...^dii, 1602. <> wi31,^^dit. 1621. 

P this, — in the second, but as in the text in the first edition. 
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In vain^ iq[aotli I^ this endless grief I bear ; 

In Vain I strive to keep thy grievous laws ; 
If after proof, so often trusty found. 
Unjust suspect condemn me as unsound. 

Is this the guerdon of my faithful heart ? 

Is this the hope on which my life is staid ? 

Is this the ease of never-ceasing smart ? 

Is this the price that for my pains is paid ? 
Yet better serve fierce Mars in bloody field. 
Where death, or conquest, end or joy doth yield. 

Long have I serv'd : what is my pay but pain ? 
Oft have I sued : what gain I but delay ? 
My faithful love is 'quited with disdain ; 
My grief a game, my pen is made a play. 

Yea, Love that doth in other favour find. 

In me is counted madness out of kind. 

And last of aU, but grievous most of all. 
Thyself, sweet love, hath kill'd me with suspect : 
Could Love believe, that I from love would fall ? 
Is war of force to make me love neglect ? 
No : Cupid knows, my mind is faster set. 
Than that by war I should my love forget. 

My Muse, indeed, to war inclines her mind. 
The famous acts of worthy Brute to write: 
To whom the Grods this island's rule assign'd. 
Which long he sought by seas through Neptune's spite; 



SliS POETICAL RHAPSODY. ^ 

With such conceits my busy head doth swells 
But in my heart nought else but love doth dwell. 

And in this war thy part is not the leasts 
Here shall my Muse> Brute's noble love declare : 
Here shalt thou see thy double love increast^ 
Of fiiirest twins that ever lady bare. 

Let Mars triumph in armour shining bright ; 

His conquer'd arms shall be thy triumph's light. 

As he the worlds so thou shalt him subdue^ 
And I thy glory through the world will ring; 
So by 'I my pains^ thou wilt vouchsafe to rue^ 
And kill despair : with that he whisk'd his wing^ 

And bade me write^ and promised wished rest ; 

But sore^ I fear' false hope will be the best. 



UPON HIS lady's buying STRINGS FOR HER LUTE. 

In happy time the wished fair is come^ 
To fit thy ■ lute with strings of ev'ry kind^ 
Oreat pity 'tis, so sweet a lute be dumb, 
That sp can please the ear, and ease the mind; 
Go, take thy choice, and choose the vpry best. 
And use them so, that head and heart find rest. 

<i be.— 0«ii/. 1608. ' I fear hope islEC^-edU. 1608. 

« my.— 0(li(f. 1611 and 1621. 



ODES. SS3 

Rest thou in joy^ and let me wail alone ; 

My pleasant days have ta'en their last farewell : 

My heart-strings sorrow struck so long with moan^ 

That at the last they all in pieces fell^ 
And now they lie in pieces broke so small, 
That scarce they serve to make me frets withal. 

And yet they serve and bind my heart so straight^ 
That frets^ indeed^ they serve to fret it out : 
No force for that> in hope thereof I wait^ 
That death may rid me both of hope and doubt. 
But deaths alas ! draws backward all too long^ 
And I each day feel now increase of wrong. 



CABE WILL NOT LET HIM LIVB^ NOR HOPE LET 

HIM DIE. 

My heavy heart with grief and hope torment^ 
Beats all in vain against my weary breast; 
As if it thought with force to make a vent. 
That death might enter to procure my rest. 

But foolish heart, thy pains are lost, I see ; 

For death and life both fly and foUow thee. 

When weight of care would press me down with pain. 
That I might sink to depth of death below; 

t which grief.-^cKl. 1602.- 
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Hope lends me wings^ and lifts me up again^ 
To strive for life^ and live in greater woe. 
So fares the boat^ which winds drive to the shore^ 
And tides drive backward where it was before. 

Thus neither hope will let me die with care. 
Nor care consent that hope assure my life : 
I seek for life; death doth his stroke prepare; 
I come to deaths and life renews my strife. 
All as the shadow^ follows ** them that fly. 
And .flies from them that after it do hie. 

What is my hope ? that hope will fail at last. 
And grief get strQ^gth to work his will on me : 
Either the wax with which hope's wings are fast. 
By scalding sighs mine eyes shall melted see; 
Or else my tears shall wet the feathers so. 
That I shall fall and drown in waves of woe. 



ODE IX. » 

cupid's marriage with dissimulation. 

A NEW-FOUND match is made of late; 
Blind Cupid needs will change his wife. 
New-fangled love doth Psyche hate. 
With whom so long he led his life. 

u follow — edit. 160& ^ Omitted in the first edition. 
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Dissembling, she 

The bride most be. 
To please his wanton eye : 

Psyche laments 

That Love repents 
His choice without cause why. 

Cytheron sounds with musick strange. 
Unknown unto the Virgins nine : 
From flat to sharp the tune doth range. 
Too base^ because it is too fine. 

See how the bride, 

Puff'd up with pride. 
Can mince it passing well : 

She trips on toe. 

Full fair to show ; 
Within doth poison dwell. 

Now wanton Love at last is sped ; 
Dissembling is his only joy : 
Bare Truth from Venus' court is fled. 
Dissembling ^pleasures, hides annoy. 

It were in vain 

To talk of pain; 
The wedding yet doth last ; 

But pain is near. 

And will appear 
With a dissembling cast. 

Q 
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Despair' and Hope are join'd in one> 
And pain with pleasure linked sure ; 
Not one of these can come alone^ 
No certain hope^ no pleasure pure. 

Thus, sour and sweet 

In love do meet ; 
Dissembling likes it so ; 

Of sweet small store. 

Of sour the more. 
Love is a pleasant wo6. 

AMOR £T MELLIS ET FELLIS. 



ODE X. 

DISPRAISE OF LOVE, AND LOVRR's FOLLIES 

If love be life, I long to die. 
Live they that list for me : 
And he that gains the most thereby, 

A fool, at least, shall be. 
But he that feels the sorest fits, 
'Scapes with no less than loss of wits : 
Unhappy life they gain,* 
Which love do entertain. 

7 Dispraise. — Lee Priory edit, 

z An happy life they gain. — edit, 160& 
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In day by feigned looks they live ; 

By lying dreams in night ; 
Each frown a deadly wound doth give ; 

Each smile a false delight. 
If 't hap their lady pleasant seem^ 
It is for other's love they deem : 
If void she seem of joy. 
Disdain doth make her coy. 

Such is the peace that lovers find. 

Such is the life they lead^ 
Blown here and there with every wind. 

Like flowers in the mead. 
Now war, now peace, now * war again. 
Desire, despair, delight, disdain : 
Though dead in midst of life. 
In peace, and yet at strife. 

IN AMORE HiEC INSUNT MALA. 



IN PRAISE OP THE SUN.* 
/ 

The golden sun that brings the day. 
And lends men light to see withal,' 
In vain doth cast his beams away. 
Where they are blind on whom they fall 

> then_«(li/. 1608. 

^ This title is omitted in the first edition. 

q2 
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There is no force in aU his li^t. 
To give the mole a perfect 



But thou^ my son^ more bright than lie 

That shines at noon in summer tide^ 

Hast given me light and power to see ; 

With perfect skill my sight to guide. 
'Till now I liy'd as blind as mole^ 
That hides her head in earthly hole. 

I heard the praise of beaaty's graoe^ 

Yet deem'd it nought but Poet's skill ; 

I gaz'd on many a loyely face. 

Yet found I none to bind my wilL 
Which made me thinks that beauty bright^ 
Was nothing else but red and white. 

But now thy beams have clear'd my sight, 
I blush to think I was so blind : 
Thy flaming eyes afford me light. 
That beauty's blaze each where I find : 

And yet these Dames, that shine so bright. 

Are but the ^ shadow of thy light. 

<: ^' A shadow," in the second and third, but as above in the 
first edition. 



ODE XI. 

TO HIS MUSE. 

Rest, good my Muse, and give me leave to rest ; 

We strive in vain : 
Conceal thy skill within thy sacred breast. 

Though to thy pain. 
The honour great which Poets wont to have. 
With worthy deeds is buried deep in grave ; 

Each man will hide his name. 

Thereby to hide his shame; 
And silence is the praise their virtues crave. 

To praise is flattery, malice to dispraise : 

Hard is the choice. 
What cause, is left for thee, my Muse, to raise 

Thy heav'nly voice ? 
Delight thyself on sweet Parnassus' hill. 
And for a better time reserve thy skill ; 

There let thy silver sound. 

From Cyrrha wood rebound ; 
And all the vale with learned music fill. 

Then shall those fools, that now prefer each rhyme 

Before thy skill, . 
With hand and foot in vain assay to climb 

Thy sacred hill. 
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There shalt thou sit^ and scorn them with disdain^ 
To see their fruitless labour all in vain : 

But they shall fret with spite^ ' 

To see thy glory briglit^ 
And know themselves thereto cannot attain. 



DEATH IN LOVE.** 

Mine eyes have spent their tears^ and now are dry: 
My weary hand will guide my pen no more : 
My voice is hoarse, and can no longer cry : 
My head hath left no new complaints in store. 
My heart is overburdened so with pain^ 
That sense of grief doth none therein remain. 

The tears you see* distilling from mine eyes> 
My gentle Muse doth shed for this my grief; 
The plaints you hear are her incessant cries^ 
By which she calls in vain for some relief. 

She never parted since my grief begun ; 

In her I live ; she dead^ my life were done. 

Then^ loving Muse^ depart^ and let me die; 
Some braver youth will sue to thee for grace^ 
That may advance thy glory to the sky. 
And make thee scorn blind Fortune's frowning face. 

A This title is omitted in the first edition. 

• 80, — in the second edition, but evidently a misprint. 
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My heart and head> that did thee entertain^ 
Desire and Fortune with despite have slain. 

My hidy dares not lodge ^hee in her breast. 
For fear, unVares she let in love with thee. 
For well she thinks some part in thee must rest. 
Of that which so possessed each part of me. 
Then, good my Muse, fly back to heav'n again,^ 
And let me die, to end this endless pain. 



BREAK, HEAVY HEART. ^ 

Break, heavy heart, and rid me of this pain. 
This pain that still increaseth day by day : 
By day with sighs I spend myself in vain; 
In vam by night with tears I waste away. 
Away I waste with tears, by night in vain : 
Tears, sighs, by night, by day, increase this pain. 

Mine eyes no eyes, but fountains of my tears ; 

My tears no tears, but floods to moist my heart ; 

My heart no heart, but labour*^ of my fears ; 

My fears no fears, but feelings of my smart. 
My smart, my fears, my heart, my tears, mine eyes. 
Are blind, dried, spent, past, wasted with my cries. 

^ This line is omitted in the first edition. 
B harbour.— ^<2t/. 1608. 
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And^et mine eyes, though blinds see cause of grief; 

And yet my tears^ though dried^ run down amain ; . 

And yet my hearty though spent> attends relief; 

And yet my fears^ though past^ increase my pain. 
And yet I live^ and living feel more smart. 
And smarting^ cry in vain, ' Break, heavy heart !' 



desire's government.** 



Where wit is over-rul'd by will. 
And will is led by fond Desire, 
There Reason were as good be still. 
As speaking, kindle greater fire ; 

For where Desire doth bear the sway. 
The heart must rule, the head obey. 

What boots the cunning pilot's skiU, 
To tell which way to shape their course ; 
When he that steers will have his will. 
And drive them where he list, perforce ? 
So Reason shews the truth in vain. 
Where fond Desite as king doth reign. 

i^ These words are omitted in the first edition. 
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love's properties.' 



'TwixT heat and cold, 'twixt death and life, 

I freeze and burn, I live and die ; 

Which jointly work in me such strife, 

I live in death, in cold I fry. 
Nor hot, nor cold, nor 'live, nor dead> 
Neither, and both, this life I lead. 

First, burning heat sets all on fire^ 
Whereby I seem in flames to fry ; 
Then cold Despair kills hot Desire, 
That drenched deep in death I lie. 

Heat drives out cold, and keeps my life ; 

Cold quencheth heat, no end of strife. 

The less I hope to have my will. 

The more I feel desire increase ; 

And as desire increaseth still. 

Despair to quench it doth not cease. 
So live I, as the lamp, whose light 
Oft comes, oft goes, now dim, now bright. 

ThU title is omitted in the first edition. 
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LIVING DEATH.*' 



If means be none to end my restless care ; 
If needs I must o'erwhelm'd with sorrow lie : 
What better way this sorrow to declare^ 
Than that I dying live^ and cannot die ? 

If nought but loss I reap instead of gain ; 
If lasting pain do every day increase ; 
To thee^ good Deaths alas ! I must complain ; 
Thou art of force to make my sorrow cease. 

If thou^ because I thee refus'd sometime^ 
Now shut thine ears, and my request deny; 
Still must I love, and wail in woeful rhyme. 
That dying still I am, and cannot die. 

SPIRO NGN VIVO. 



THB PASSIONATE PRISONER.^ 

Ye walls that shut me up from sight of men, 
' Inclos'd wherein alive I buried lie ; 
And thou sometime my bed, but now my den. 
Where, smothered up, the light of sun I fly : 

^ This line is omitted in the first edition. \ Ibid. 
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Oh ! shut yourselves ; each chink and crevice strain. 
That none but you may hear me thus complain. 

My hollow cries that beat thy stony side. 
Vouchsafe to beat, but beat them back again ; 
That when my grief hath speech to me denied. 
Mine ears may hear the witness of my pain. 
As for my tears, whose streams must ever last. 
My silent couch shall drink them up as fast. 



HOPELBSS DBSIRB SOON WITHERS AND DIES. 

Though naked trees seem dead to sight. 
When Winter wind doth keenly blow ; 
Yet if the root maintain her right. 
The Spring their hidden life will show. 
But if the root be dead and dry. 
No marvel though the branches die. 

While hope did live within my breast. 
No Winter storm could kill desire ; 
But now disdain hath hope opprest. 
Dead is the root, dead is the spire. 

Hope was the root, and " spire was love ; 

No sap beneath, no life above. 

"» the.— «d«. 1608. 
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And as we see the rootless stock 
Retain some sap, and spring awhile ; 
Yet quickly prove a lifeless block. 
Because the root doth life beguile : 

So lives desire, which hope hath left ; 

As twilight shines when sun is reft. 



ODE XII. 



TO HIS HEART. 



Nay, nay ; thou striv'st in vain, my heart. 

To mend thy miss : 
Thou hast deserv'd to bear this smart. 
And worse than this; 
That would'st thyself debase. 
To serve in such a place. 

Thou thought'st thyself too long at rest ; 

Such was thy pride ; 
Needs must thou seek another breast. 
Wherein to bide. 
Say now what hast thou found ? 
In fetters thou art bound. 

What hath thy jBedthful service won. 
But high disdain ? 



< ODES. ^37 

Broke is thy" thread; thy fency spun; 
Thy labour vain. 
Fall'n art thou now with pain^ 
And canst not rise again. 

And canst thou look for help of me^ 

In this distress ? 
I must confess I pity thee. 
And can no less. 
But bear awhile thy pain. 
For fear thou fall again. 

Learn by thy hurt to shun the fire. 

Play not withal; 
When climbing thoughts high things aspire. 
They seek their Ml. 
Thou ween'st nought shone but gold; 
So wast thou blind and bold. 

Yet lie not for this disgrace. 
But mount again ; 
So that thou know the wished place. 
Be worth thy pain. 
Then though thou fall and die. 
Yet never fear to fly. 

» the.-^(2t^. 1602. 
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PHALEUCIACKS. III. 

Wisdom warns me to shun that once I sought for. 
And in time to retire my hasty footsteps : 
Wisdom sent from above, not earthly wisdom : 
Long, too long have I slept in ease uneasy ; 
On false worldly relief my trust reposing : 
Health and wealth in a boat, no stem, nor anchor ; 
Bold and blind that I was, to sea be-taking. 
Scarce from^ shore had I launched, when all about me. 
Waves like hills did arise, till help from Heaven 
Brought my ship to the port of late repentance. ' 

O NAVIS, REFERENT IN MARE TE NOVI PLUCTU8.P 



ODE XIII. 

A DEFIANCE TO DISDAINFUL LOVE.** 

Now have I learn'd with much ado at last. 
By true disdain to kill desire : 

This was the mark at which I shot so fast ; 
Unto this height I did aspire. 

Proud Love, now do thy worst, and spare not; 

For thee and all thy shafts I care not. 

« from the shore.— ^c^t^. 1621. ^ 

p This line is omitted in the fourth edition. 
4 T^is title is omitted in the first edition. 
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What hast thou left wherewith to move my mind ? 

What life to quicken dead desire ? 
I count thy words. and oaths as light as wind; 

I feel no heat in all thy fire. 
Go^ change thy bow^ and get a stronger ; 
Gro^ break thy shafts^ and buy thee longer. 

In vain thou bait'st thy hook with beauty's blaze; 

In vain thy wanton eyes allure : 
These are but toys for them that love to gaze ; 

I know what harm thy looks procure : 
Some strange ooi^ceit must be devised^ 
Or thou and all thy skill despised. 

SCILICET ASSERVI JAM ME^ FUGIQUE CATENAS. 



BEING SCORNED AND DISDAINED^ HE INVEIGHS 

AGAINST HIS LADY. »" 

Since just disdain began to rise> 
And cry revenge for spiteful wrong ; 
What erst I prais'4> I now despise ; 
And think my love was all too long. 

I tread in dirt that scornful pride^ 

Which in thy looks I have descried ; 

Thy beauty is a painted skin^ 

For fools to see their faces in. 

^ This title is omitted in the fourth edition. 
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Thine eyes, that some as stars esteem^ 
From whence themselves, they say, take light, 
Like to the foolish fire I deem, ' 
That leads men to their death by night. 
Thy words and oaths are light as wind ; 
And yet £ax lighter is thy mind : 
Thy friendship is a broken reed. 
That £eu1s thy friends in greatest need. 

VITUS PATIBNTIA VICTA EST. 



ODE XIV. 

THB TOMB OF DEAD DESIRE. 

When Venus saw Desire must die^ 

Whom high Disdain 

Had justly slain. 
For killing Truth with scornful eye: 
The earth she leaves, and gets her to the sky; 

Her golden hair she tears ; 

Black weeds of woe she wears ; 
For help unto her father doth she cry ; 

Who bids her stay a space. 

And hope for better grace. 
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To save his life she hath no skill ; 

Whom should she pray> 

What db, or say. 
But weep for wanting of her will ? 
Meantime Desire hath ta'en his last fureweU, 

And in a meadow fair. 

To which the nymphs repair. 
His breathless corpse is laid with worms to dwell : 

So glory doth decay. 

When death takes life away. 

When morning star had chas'd the night. 

The Queen of Love 

Look'd from above. 
To see the grave of her delight : 
And as with heedful eye she view'd the place. 

She spied a flower unknown. 

That on his grave was grbwn. 
Instead of learned verse his tomb to grace. 

If you the name require. 

Heart' S'-easf from dead desire. 



n 
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AN ALTAR AND SACRIFICE TO DISDAIN^ FOR 
FREEING HIM FROM LOVE. 

My Muse by thee restor'd to life. 
To thee^ Disdain, this altar rears ; 

Whereon she offers causeless strife. 
Self-spending sighs, and bootless tears. 

Long suits in vain, 

Hate for good will ; 
Still-dying pain. 

Yet living still. 
Self-loving pride. 

Looks coyly strange. 
Will Reason's guide. 

Desire of change. 
And, last of all. 

Blind Fancy's fire ; 
False Beauty's thraU, 

That binds Desire. 

All these I offer to Disdain, 

By whom I live from Fancy free ; 

With vow, that if I love again. 
My life the sacrifice shall be. 

VICIMUS, ET DOMITUM PEDIBUS CALCAMUS AMOREM.^ 

P Signed ^' Anomos,^* in the first edition. 



I 



CERTAIN POEMS UPON DIVERS 

SUBJECTS ; 

BY THE SAME AUTHOR. 



THBEE ODES TRANSLATED OUT OF ANAGREON^ THE 

GREEK LTRIG POET. 

ODE I. 

Of Atreus' sons fain would I write; 
And fain of Cadmus would I sing; 
My lute is set on Love's delight; 
And only Love sounds ev'ry string. 

Of late my lute I alter'd quite. 

Both frets and strings for tunes above ; 

I sung of fierce Alcides' might ; 

My lute would sound no tune but Love. 

Wherefore, ye worthies all, farewell ; 

No tune but Love my lute can tell. 

11 2 
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ODE II. 

* A COMPABI80N BETWIXT THE STRENGTH OF BBA8T9, 
THE WISDOM OF MAN^ AND THE BEAUTT OF 

A woman's face.'' 

The bull by nature hath his horns ; 

The horse his hoofed to daunt their foes ;^ 
The light-foot hare the hunter scorns; 

The lion's teeth his strength disclose. 

The fish, by swimming, 'scapes the weel ; 

The bird, by flight, the fowler's net ; 
With wisdom man is arm'd as steel ; 

Poor women none of these can get. 

What have they then ? — fair Beauty's grace, 
A two-edg'd sword, a trusty shield; 

No force resists a lovely face,^ 

Both fire and sword to Beauty yield. 

* This title is omitted in the first edition, 
b Wonuin's heaxt.-'-edii. 1621. 

c The hones hoofs to daunt their foes.— «<ii/. 1621. 

* "No force resist f a lovely face," in the second ; but as in 
the text in the first edition. 



ODE III. 

Of late^ what time the bear tum'd rotind 
At midnight in her wonted way^ 
And men of all sorts slept fuU sounds 
O'ercome with labour of the day : 

The God of Love came to my door^ 

And took the ring^ and knocks it hard : 

" Who 's there," quoth I, *^ that knocks so sore ? 

You break my sleep, my dreams are marr'd." 






A little boy, forsooth/' quoth he. 
Dung-wet with rain this moonless night.*' 
With that methought it -pitied me : 
I op'd the door, and candle light. 

And straight a little boy I spied ; 
A winged boy with shafts and bow ; 
I took him to the fire-side. 
And set him down to warm him so. 

His little hands in mine I .strain. 
To rub and warm them therewithal ; 
Out of his locks I crush the rain. 
From which the drops apace down falL 
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At last^ when he was waxen wann^ 
*' Now let me try my bow," quoth he ; 
" I fear my string hath caught some harm. 
And wet, will prove too slack for me." 

He said ; and bent his bow, and shot ; 
And wightly hit me on the heart : 
The wound was sore ; and raging hot. 
The heat like fury reeks my smart. 

" Mine host," quoth he, " my string is well," 
And laugh'd so, that he leap'd again : 
" Look to your wound for fear it * swell. 
Your heart may hap to feel the pain." 



ANACREON 8 SECOND ODE, OTHERWISE. . 

Nature in her work doth give. 
To each thing that by her doth ^ live, 
A proper gift ; whereby ^ she may 
Prevent in time her own decay. 
The bull a horn, the horse a hoof. 
The light- foot hare to run aloof : 
The lion's strength who may resist ? 
The birds aloft fly where they list ; 

• of.— erft/. 1611. f do.— ^1/. 1608, 1611, and 1621. 

V where._«(fil. 1611 and 1621. 
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The iish swims safe in waters deep^ 

The silly worm at least can creep : 
' What is to come^ men can forecast^ 

And learn more wit by that is past. 

The woman's gift, what might it be ? 

The same for which the ladies three, 

PaUas, Juno, Venus strave, 
I When each desired it to have. 

T. S. 



ANAGREON8 THIRD ODE, OTHERWISE. 

Cupid abroad, was lated in the night; 
His wings were wet with ranging in the rain : 
Harbour he sought, to me he took his flight. 
To dry his plumes : I heard the boy complain; 

I op'd the door, and granted his desire ; 

I rose myself, and made the wag a fire. 

Prying more narrow by the fire's flame, 
I spy'd his quiver hanging at his back : 
Doubting the boy might my misfortune frame, 
I would have gone for fear of further wrack. 
But what I fear'd, did me, poor wretch, betide. 
For forth he drew an arrow from his side. 

He pierc'd the quick, and I began to start ; 
A pleasing wound^ but that it was too high : 
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His shaft procur'd a sharp^ yet sugar'd smairt ; 
Away he flew, for now his wings were dry ; 
But left the arrow sticking in my breast. 
There sore *^ I grieve, I welcom'd such a guest.' 



NATURAL COMPARISONS WITH PERFECT LOVE* 

The lowest trees have tops ; the ant her gall ; 
The fly her spleen; the little sparks their heat: 
The slender hairs cast shadows, though but small; 
And bees have stings, although they be not great. 
Seas have their source, '^ and so have shallow springs; 
And love is love, in beggars as in kings. 

Where rivers smoothest run, deep are the fords j 

The dial stirs, yet none perceives it move ; 

The firmest faith is in the fewest words i 

The turtles cannot sing, and yet they love. 

True hearts have eyes, and ears, no tongues to speak ; 

They hear, and see, and sigh ; and then they break.* 

^ That sore. — Lee Priory ediiioru 

* Signed R. G. in the first edition, and stated in the Lee 
Priory edition to have been taken from Robert Ghreen's Orpka^ 
rioiu 

k surges — edii, 1021. 

1 Signed *• Incerto* in the first edition. 
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AN ANSWER TO THE FIRST STAFF : 
THAT LOVE IS UNLIKE IN BEGGARS AND IN KINGS."* 

Compare the bramble with the cedar tree ; 

The pismire's anger with the Hon's rage : 

What is the buzzing fly where eagles be ? 

A drop the spark, no seas can Mtna, swage. • 
Small is the heat in Beggars' breasts that springs. 
But flaming fire consumes the hearts of Kings. 

Who shrouds himself where slender hairs cast shade ? 

But mighty oaks may scorn the summer sun : 

Small cure will serve, where bees the wound have made ; 

But dragons' poison through each part doth run. 
Light is the love that Be^ars' bosom stings. 
Deep is the wound that Cupid makes in Kings. 

Small channels serve, where shallow springs do slide; 
And little hdp will turn or stay their course: 
The highest banks scarce hold the swelling tide. 
Which overthrows all stops with raging force : 
The baser sort scarce wet them in the springs. 
Which overwhelm the heads of mighty Kings. 

What though in both the heart be set of love ? 
The self-same ground both com and cockle breed:* 
Fast by the brier the pine-tree mounts above; 
One kind of grass the jade and jennet feeds. 

"* This title is omitted in the fint edition, 
n breed8..-«dl/. 1602. 

R 5 
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So from the heart, by secret virtue springs. 
Unlike desire in Bej^^gars and in Kings. ^ 



A SONG IN PRAISE OF A BEGGAR's LIFE.^ 

Bright shines the sun ; play. Beggars, play j 
Hete 's scraps enough to serve to-day. 

o Signed '' Anomos,'^ in the first edition. 

P This song is printed in Walton's Complete Angler^ where it 
is thus introduced. It is proposed in a party of Gipsies that 
they should draw lots ^' what song should be next sung, and 
who should sing it. They all agreed to the motion, and the 
lot fell to her that was the youngest and veriest vir^n of the 
company ; and she sung Frank Davison's Song, which he made 
forty years ago, and all the others of the company joined to shig 
the burthen with her." — The Complete Angler was published in 
1653, about forty-two years after the PoeticaX Rhapsody had 
attained a third impression; but as this song appeared in the 
first edition, 1602, more than fifty years had elapsed since it was 
composed, an error which may be attributed either to the Com^ 
plete Angler having been written some years before it was printed, 
or, more probably, to Walton's having only seen the edition of 
1611. It is to be observed, that although he calls it '< Frank 
Davison's song, which he made forty years ago," an expression 
which perhaps arose from Davison being the editor of the Mis- 
cellany which contained the song, it is far from certain that he 
was the author. 

Some observations on the subject will be found in p. cxxvii. ; 
where it is stated, upon the authority of Francis Davison him- 
self, that this song was written by a person whose initiak were 
A. W. ; but, as it is there remarked, some grounds exist for 
identifying Davison with that signature. 
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What noise of viols is so sweet. 

As when our merry clappers ring ? 

What mirth doth want where Beggars meet ? 

A Beggar's life is for a King. 

Eat, drink, and play ; sleep when we list^ 
Go where we will, so stocks be mist. 
Bright shines, &c. 

The world is ours, and ours alone ; 
For we alone have worlds at will ; 
We purchase not ; all is our own; 
Both fields and streets we Beggars fill. 

Nor care to get, nor fear to keep. 

Did ever break a Beggar's sleep. 
Bright shines, &c. 

A hundred head of black and white. 
Upon our gowns ' securely feed ; 
If any dare his master bite. 
He dies»therefore, as sure as creed. 

Thus Beggars lord it as they please ; 

And none but Beggars live at ease. 
Bright shines, &c. 



UPON BEGINNING WITHOUT MAKING AN BND. 

Bbgin, and half is done, yet half undone remains ; 
Begin that half, and all is done, and thou art eas'd of 
pains: 

1 gowi].-.edi/. 160S. 
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The second '' half is all again^ new work must be begun. 
Thus he that still begins, doth nothing but by halves^ 
And things half done^ as good undone : half oxen are 
but calves. 



AN EPIGRAM TO SIR PHILIP SIDNEY^ 

IN ELEGIACAL VERSE. 

TRANSLATED OUT OF JODELLE^ THE FRENCH POET. 

Cambridge^ worthy Philip^ by this verse builds thee 

an altar^ 
'iQainst time and tempest, strong to abide for ever ; 
That praise of verses no length of time can abolish ; 
With ' Greece and Italy purchased endless honour. 
I then pursuing their steps^ like glory to purchase^ 
Will make thy memory famous in after-ages; 
And in these measured verses thy glory be sounded^ 
So be thy holy favour^ help to my holy fury. 



hexameters/ upon THE NEVER-ENOUGH PRAISED 

SIR PHILIP SIDNEY. 

What can I now suspect^ or what can I fear any longer? 
Oft did I fear^ oft hope^ whilst life in Sidney remained: 
Of nothing can I now despair^ for nought can I hope for: 
This good is in misery^ when great extremity grieves us^ 
That neither hope of good^ nor fear of worse can afiright 
us. 

' other.-..«(IU. 1608. • Which.— €£{»/. 1602. 

t An Epigram in Hexameters, &4V— eefi/. 1621. 
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And can I then complain^ when no complaint can avail 

me? 
How can I seem to be discontent^ or what can I weep for? 
He lives eternal^ with endless glory bedecked: 
Yea^ still on earth he lives, and still shall live by the 

Muses. " 



another' upon the same. 

What strange adventure, what now unlook'd-for ar- 
rival. 

Hath drawn the Muses from sweet Bceotia's mountains. 

To choose our country, to seek in London abiding ? 

Are fair Castalian streams dried? stands Cyrrha no 
longer ? 

Or love the Muses, like wantons, oft to be changing? 

Scarce can I that suppose, scarce think I those to be 
Muses: 

No sound of melody, no voice but dreary lamenting. 

Yet well I wot too well. Muses most dolefully weeping. 

See where Melpomene sits hid for shame ^ in a comer: 

Hear ye the careful sighs, fetch'd from the depth of 
her entrails ? 

There weeps Calliope, there sometimes lusty Thalia. 

Ah me ! alas, now know I the cause, now seek I no 
further; 

■ Yea, still on earth he lives, and still live by the Muses.— 
^dit. 1621. 

' Another Epigram, &c.--^i^. 1621. 
f for a shame— «(li<. 1602. 
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Here lies their glory, their hope, their only rejoidiig. 
Dead lies worthy Philip, the care and praise of Apollo: 
Dead lies his carcase, but fame shall live to the world's 
end. 



OTHERS' UPON THE SAME. 

Whom can I first accuse? whose fault account I the 
greatest ? 

Where kept the Muses, what countries haunted Apollo? 

Where loiter'd bloody Mars, where lingered worthy 
Minerva ? 

What could three sisters do more than nine in a combat? 

Was force of no force ? was feir entreaty refused ? 

Where is the music that sometimes moved Alecto, 

That gain'd Eurydice, that left Proserpina weeping? 

Choose whether of the two you list, your skill to foe 
nothing : 

Or your most faithful servants unkindly rewarded. 

And thou that braggest of skilful surgery knowledge. 

That canst of simples discern the quality secret. 

And give fit plaisters, for wounds that seem to be cure- 
less ; 

Whereto avails thy skill, that cannot Sydney recover ? 

And could'st thou whilom prevail with destiny fatal. 

For king Admetus 'gainst course of natural order. 

And canst do nothing to save so faithful a aervaat ? ^ 

< Other Epigrams, &jc.^.^dii, 1621. 

*■ This line is omitted in the fourth edition. 
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As for Mars^ well I wot^ cold frost of Thracia kingdom. 

Hath kill'd all kindness^ no ruth of him^ can be look'd for ; 

And dainty Pallas disdainM. forsooth to be present ; 

Envy perhaps^ nay grief as I guess^ was cause of 
her absence. 

Only we poor wretches^ whom Gods and Muses abandon^ 

Lament thy timeless decay with sorrowful outcries. 

But yet^ if hap some Muse would add new grace to my 
verses, 

Germany, Prance, Italy, Spain, Denmark, Persia, 
Turkey, 

India, where Phoebus climbs from the sea ° to the sky« 
ward, 

India, where Phcebus declines from sky to the sea- 
ward, ** 

Tartary, Pole, Lettow, Muscovy, Bohemia, Norway; 

All coasts where rising or falling Phoebus appeareth. 

Should hear, and wonder to hear thy glory resounded : 

Armenian tigers enrag'd for theft of a youngling. 

Princely Hons roaring, for want of prey to be starved. 

Fierce bears, and grunting wild boars, upon Arcady 
mountains, 

b them.— ^<fi/. 1621. 

c India, where Phoebus mounts up from the sea to the tky' 
ward.— ^cft^. 1621. 

^ India, where Phoebus declines sky to the sea-ward.— ^dt^. 
1608 ; but as in the text in the first edition. In the third edition 
the last word of this line is printed sea-wam^d^ but it was pro- 
bably a typographical error.— India, where Phoebus falls down 
from sky to the Bea-ward.^«(f»^. 1621. 
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Should stand astonisli'd^ forgetting natural of&pring; 
Forgetting hunger^ forgetting slaughter appointed ; 
As when Calliope's dear son;^sweet harmony singings 
Unto the true consent of his harp-strings tuned in order^ 
Drew from their places wild beasts and trees by the 

music. 
Swift flowing Hebrus staid all his streams in a wonder^ 
As if chill coldness frorne^ had them down to the bottom. 
But for I wot too well my slender skill to be nothing; 
Here will I quite forswear both verse and muse in an 

anger, 
Lest hap my rudeness disgrace thy glory by praising. 

DIONUM LAUDE VIRUH MUSA VETAT MORI. 



TO TIME. 

Eternal Time> that wasteth ^vithout waste^ 
That art^ and art not^ diest^ and livest still ; 
Most slow of all^ and yet of greatest haste^ 
Both ill and good^ and neither good nor ill : 

How can I justly praise thee^ or dispraise ? 

Dark are thy nights^ but bright and clear thy days. 

Both free and scarce^ thou giv'st and tak'st again ; 
Thy womb that all doth breeds is tomb to all : 
What so by thee hath life^ by thee is slain. ^ 

« Sic in each edition, query if not a raSsprint for frozen. 
' This line was accidentally* omitted in the third edition. 
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Constant^ inconstant^ moving^ standing stilly 
Was^ is^ sliall be^ do thee both breed and kill. 

I lose thee> while I seek to find thee out ; 

The ^Eurther off^ the more I follow thee ; 

The faster hold^ the greater cause of doubt^ 

Was^ is^ I know; but shall, I cannot see. 
All things by thee are measured, thou by none : 
All are in thee, thou in thyself alone. 



A MEDITATION UPON THE FRAILTY OF THIS LIFE. 

Oh trifling toys that toss the brains. 

While loathsome life doth last ! 
Oh wished wealth. Oh sugar'd joys. 

Oh life, when death is past! 
Who loaths exchange of loss with gain ? 

Yet loath we death as hell. 
What woeful wight would wish his woe ? 

Yet wish we here to dwell. 
Oh fancy frail that feeds on earth. 

And stays on slippery joys: 
Oh noble mind. Oh happy man. 

That can contemn such toys ! 

Such toys as neither perfect are. 
And cannot long ^ndiire ; 

8 
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Our greatest skill, our sweetest joy^ 

Uncertain and unsure. 
For life is shorty and learning long^ 

All pleasure mix'd with woe: 
Sickness and sleep steal time unseen^ 

And joys do come and go. 
Thus learning is but learn'd by halves^ 

And joy enjoy'd no while ; 
That serves to shew thee what thou want'st^ 

This helps thee to beguile. 

But after death is perfect skilly 

And joy without decay ; 
When sin is gone that blinds our eye8» 

And steals our joys away : 
No crowing cock shall raise us up> 

To spend the day in vain ; 
No weary labour shall us drive^ 

To go to bed again. 
But for we feel not what^ we want> 

Nor know not what we have ; 
We love to keep the body's life^ 

We loath the soul to save. 



b Whaty— is omitted in the fint edition, but it was probably a 
misprint. 
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A DIALOGUE BETWEEN THE SOUL AND THE BODY. 

SOUL. At me^^ poor soul^ whom boimd in sinful chains 
This wretched body keeps against my will ! 

BODY. Ay me/ poor body, whom for all my pains^ 
This froward soul causeless condemneth still. 

SOUL. Causeless? when as thou striv'st to sin each 
day! 

BODY. Causeless ? when as I strive thee to obey ! 

SOUL. Thou art the means, by which I fall to sin. 

BODY. Thou art the cause that sett'st this means to 
work.* 

souii. No part of thee that hath not faulty been. 

BODY. I shew the poison that in thee doth lurk. 

SOUL. I shall be pure when so I part from thee. 

BODY. So were I now, but that thou stainest me. 



SAPPHICS, UPON THE PASSION OF CHRIST. 

Hatred eternal, furious revenging; 
'n Merciless raging, bloody persecuting; 

I Scandalous' speeches, odious revilings ; 

I Causeless abhorring : 

« My.'^diL 1621. d My.-^dit, 1621. 

« a-work._^i/. 1611. ^ Slanderous.— «<it/. 1608. 

8 2 
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Impious sooffings by the very abjects; 
Dangerous threatening by the Priests' amnnted; 
Death full of torment in a shameful order ; 

Christ did abide here. 
He that in glory was above the angels. 
Changed his glory for an earthly carcase; 
Yielded his glory to a sinful outcast. 

Glory refusing. 
Me that in bondage many tins retained. 
He for his goodness, for his only goodness. 
Brought from hell-torments to the joys of heaven. 

Not to be number'd : 
Dead in offences, by his aid revived, 
Quicken'd in spirit, by the grace he peldeth: 
Sound then his praises, to the world's amazement. 

Thankfully singing. 



DIVERS POEMS 



OF 



SUNDRY AUTHORS. 



A HTMN IN FRAISB OF MUSIC. 

Pbaise^ pleasure^ profit^ is that threefold band^ 

Which ties men's minds more fast than Gk)rdion's knot; 

Each one some draws; all three none can withstand; 

Of force conjoin'd^ conquest is hardly got. 
Then Music may of hearts a monarch be^ 
Wherein praise^ pleasure^ profit^ so agree. 

^ Praise-worthy Music is^ for God it praiseth ; 

And pleasant^ for brute beasts therein delight ; 
' Great profit from it flows : for why? it raiseth 
The mind o'erwhelmed with rude passions' might ; 
When against reason^ passions fond rebels 
Music doth that confirm^ and those expel. 
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If Music did not merit endless praise. 
Would heavenly spheres delight in silver round ? 
If joyous pleasure were not in sweet lays. 
Would they in court and country so abound ? 
And profitable, needs we must that call. 
Which pleasure link'd with praise doth bring to all. 

Heroic minds, with praises most incited. 

Seek praise in Music, and therein excel ; 

Gbd, man, beasts, birds, with Music are delighted ; 

And pleasant 'tis which pleaseth all so well. 

No greater profit is than self-content ; 

And this will ' Music bring, and care prevent. 

When antique poets Music's praises teU, 
They say it beasts did please, and stones did move : 
To prove more dull than stones, than bea^ more fell. 
Those men which pleasing Music did not love. 

They feign'd it cities built, and states defended; 

To shew the profit great on it depended. 

Sweet birds, poor men's musicians, never slake 
To sing sweet Music's praises day and night : 
The dying swans in Music pleasure take. 
To shew that it the dying can delight : 

In sickness, health, peace, war, we do it need. 
Which proves sweet Music's profit doth exceed. 

f doth_€di/. 1602. with-^^/i/. 1608. 
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But I^ by niggard praisings do dispraise 

Praise- worthy Music in my worthless rhyme ; 

Ne can the pleasing profit of sweet lays 

Any^ save learned Muses^ well define. 
Yet all by these rude lines may clearly see. 
Praise, pleasure, profit, in sweet Music be. 

I. D. 



TEN SONNETS TO PHILOMEL. 



SONNET I. 

UPON love's entering bt his ears. 

Opt did I hear, our eyes the passage were. 
By which Love enter'd to assail ^ our hearts ; 
Therefore I guarded them, and, void of fear. 
Neglected the defence of other parts. 
Love, knowing this, the usual way forsook. 
And seeking, found a by-way by mine Ear ; 
At which he ent'ring, my heart prisoner took. 
And unto thee, sweet Philomel, did bear. 
Yet let my heart, thy** heart to pity move. 
Whose pain is great, although small fault appear : 

% vn^L^^^dxt. 1602. 

h As in the text in the first, but ^< my heart, my heart," in 
the second edition. 
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First it lies bound in fett'ring chains of AOVe> 
Then each day it is rack'd with hope and fear ; 
And with Love's flames 'tis evermore consumed^ 
Only because to love thee it presumed. 



SONNET II. 

Oh ! why did Fame my heart to love betray^ 

By telling my Dear's virtue and perfection ? 

Why did my traitor ears to it convey 

That syren song^ cause of my heart's infection ? 

Had I been deaf, or Fame her gifts concealed^ 

Then had my heart been free from hopeless love: 

Or were my state likewise by it revealed^ 

Well might it Philomel to pity move. 

Then should she know how Love doth make me languish^ 

Distracting me 'twixt hope and dreadful fear ; 

Then should she know my care^ my plaints^ and anguish. 

All which for her dear sake I meekly bear. 

Ye&, I could quietly death's pains abide^ 

So that she knew that for her sake I died. 



60NKETS. ^65 



SONNET III. 

OF HIS OWN^ AND OF HIS MISTRSSS' SICKNESS 

AT ONE TIME. 

Sickness^ intending my love- to betray. 

Before J should sight of my Dear obtain. 

Did his pale colours in my face display. 

Lest that my favour might her favour gain. 

Yet, not content herewith, like means it wrought. 

My Philomel's bright beauty to deface ; 

And Nature's glory to disgrace it sought. 

That my conceived love it might displace. 

But my firm love could this assault well bear. 

Which virtue had, not beauty, for his ground ; 

And yet bright beanis of beauty did appear 

Through sickness' veil, which made my love abound : 

If side, thought I, her beauty so excel. 

How matchless would it be if she were well ? 



SONNET IV. 

ANOTHER, OF HER SICKNESS AND RECOVERY. 

Pale Death himself did love my Philomel, 
When he her virtues and rare beauty saw; 
Therefore he sickness sent; which should expel 
His rival's life, and my Dear to him draw. 



V 
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But her bright beauty dazzled so his eyes^ 
That his dart life did miss> though her it hit ; 
Yet^ not therewith content^ new means he tries. 
To bring her unto Deaths and make life flit. 
But Nature^ soon perceiving that he meant 
To spoil her only Phoenix^ her chief pride. 
Assembled all her force, and did prevent 
The greatest mischief that could her betide. 
So both our lives and loves Nature defended : 
For had she died, my love and life had ended. 



SONNET V. 

ALLUSION TO THESE US' VOYAGE TO CRETE, 
AGAINST THE MINOTAUR. 

My Love is sail'd, against Dislike to fight. 
Which, like wild monster, threatens his decay : 
The ship is Hope, which, by Desire's great might. 
Is swiftly borne towards the wished bay : 
The company which with my Love ddth fare. 
Though met in one, is a dissenting crew : 
They are Joy, Grief, and never-sleeping Care, 
And Doubt, which ne'er believes good news for true; 
Black Fear the flag is, which my ship doth bear. 
Which, Dear, take down, if my Love viator be : 
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And let white Comfort in his place appear^ 
When Love victoriously returns to me ; 
Lest I from rock Despair come tumbling down^ 
And in a sea of tears be forc'd to drown. 



SONNET VI. 

UPON HER LOOKING SECRETLY OUT AT A WINDOW 

AS HE PASSED BT. 

Once did my Philomel reflect on me 
Her chrystal-pointed eyes as I pass'd by ; 
Thinking not to be seen^ yet would me see; 
But soon my hungry eyes their food did spy. 

Alas ! my Dear, couldst thou suppose, that &ce. 
Which needs not envy Phoebus* chiefest pride. 
Could secret be, although in secret place. 
And that transparent glass such beams could hide ? 

But if I had been blind, yet Love's hot flame. 
Kindled in my poor heart by thy bright eye. 
Did plainly shew when it so near thee came. 
By more than usual heat the cause was nigh. ' 

So though thou hidden wert, my heart and eye 

Did turn to thee by mutual sympathy. 

1 By more the usual heat then cause was nigh.-««<liV. 1608, 
1611, and 1621, but corrected in the text from the edition of 
1602. 
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SONNET VII. 

When time nor place would let me often view 
Nature's chief mirror^ and my sole delight^ 
Her lively picture in my heart I drew^ 
That I might it behold both day and night : 

But she^ like Philip's son^ scorning that I 

Should pourtray her/ which wanted Apelles' ait. 
Commanded Love^ who nought dare her deny^ . 
To bum the picture which was in my heart. 

The more Love bum'd> the more her picture shin'd ; 
The more it shin'd^ the more my heart did bum : 
So what to hurt her picture was assign'd. 
To my heart's ruin and decay did turn. 

Love could not bum the Saint ; it was divine ; 

And therefore fir'd my hearty the Saint's poor shrine. 



SONNET VIII. 

TO THE SUN OF HIS MISTRESS' BEAUTY 
ECLIPSED WITH FROWNS. 

When as the sun eclipsed is> some say^' 
It thunder^ lightnings rain^ and wind portendeth : 

^ Should portraiture, which wanted Apelles art.— ^V. 1608, 
&c but aa in the text in edit. 1602. 

I they say,— in the second, but as in the text in the first 
edition. 
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I 

And not unlike but such things happen may^ 
Sith like effects my Sun eclipsed sendeth. 

Witness my throaty made hoarse with thundering crie^ 
And hearty with love's hot flashing lightnings fired : 
Witness the showers^ which™ still fall from mine eyes. 
And breast^ with sighs like stormy winds near rived. 

Oh shine then once again^ sweet Sun^ on me^ " 
And with thy beams dissolve clouds of despair^ 
Whereof these raging meteors framed be 
In my poor hearty by absence of my fair : 

So shalt thou prove thy beams^ thy heat^ thy light, 

To match the Sun in glory^ grace, and might. 



SONNET IX. 

UPON SBNDINO HEB A GOLD BINO^ WITH THIS POSSY, 

Sure avCU tvltiUii. 

If you would know the love which I you ** bear. 
Compare it to ^ the ring which your fair hand 

n that,— 4n the second, hut as in the text in the first edition, 
n Shine then (O) onoe again, sweet Sun, on me— ^cK/. 1608. 

Shine then onoe again, sweet Sun, on me..— «(ft^. 1002. 
whieh you I hesr^^^-edU, 1602. 
p with the ring — edit. 1602. 
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Shall make more precious^ wlien you shall it wear: 
So my love's nature you shall understand. 

Is it of metal pure ? so you shall ^ prove 

My love^ which ne'er disloyal thought did stain. 
Hath it no end ? so endless is my love^ 
Unless you it destroy with your disdain. 

Doth it the purer wax, the more 'tis tried ? 
So doth my love : yet herein they dissent, 
That whereas gold, the more 'tis purified. 
By waxing less, doth shew some part is spent ; 

My love doth wax more pure by your more trying, 

And yet increaseth in the purifying. 



SONNET X. 

THE heart's captivity, 

Mt cruel Dear having captiv'd my heart. 

And bound it fast in chains of restless love. 

Requires it out of bondage to depart ; 

Yet is she sure from her it cannot move. 
5' Draw back," said she, ^^your hopeless love from me; 

Your worth requires a far more worthy place ; 

Unto your suit though I cannot agree. 

Full many will it lovingly embrace." 

4 so shall you prove,— 4n the second, but as in the text in 
the first edition. 
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" It may be so^ my dear^ but^ as the Sun^ 
When it appears^ doth make the stars to vanish ; 
So when yourself into my thoughts do run, 
All others quite out of my heart you bcupish. 
The beams of your perfections shine so bright. 
That straightway they dispel all others' light." 

I. D/ 



A HTMN IN PRAISE OF NEPTUNE^ 

Thia Hymu was sung by Amphitrite, Thamesis, and other Sea- 
Nymphs, in Ghray's Inn Mask, at the Court, 1594." 

Of Neptune's empire let us sing, 
At whose command the waves obey ; 
To whom the rivers tribute pay, 
Down the high mountains sliding : 
To whom the scaly nation yields 
Homage for the chrystal fields 

Wherein they dwell : 
And every sea-god pays a gem, 
Yearly out of his wat'ry cell. 
To deck great Neptune's diadem. 

r Signed << Melophxlos'* in the first edition. 

• See some aooount of this Mask in the Memoir of Francis 
Davison. This hymn is printed, though very incorrectly, in 
Nichols's Progresses^ ▼. 3, p. 310, in the Gray^s Inn Mask here 
aUuded to. i 
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The Tritons, dancing in a ring. 

Before his palace gates^ do make 

The water with their echoes quake. 

Like the great thunder sounding: 

The Sea-nymphs chaunt their accents shrill. 

And the Syrens, taught to kill 

With their sweet voice. 
Make ev'ry echoing rock reply, 
- Unto their gentle murmuring noise. 
The praise of Neptune's Empiry. 

Th. Campion. 



OF HIS MISTBESS'S FACE. 

And would you see my Mistress' fSace ? 
It is a flow'ry garden place : 
Where knots of beauty have such grace. 
That all is work, and no where space. 

It is a sweet delicious morn. 
Where day is breeding, never bom : 
It is a meadow yet unshorn. 
Which thousand flowers do adorn. 

It is the heaven's bright reflex. 
Weak eyes to dazzle and to vex : ' 

* Weak to dazzle and to vez^-.in the «econd, but as in the 
text in the first edition. 
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It is th' idea of her sex^ 

Envy of whom doth world perplex. 

It is a face of death that smiles^ 
Pleasing^ though it kill the whiles ; 
Where death and love in pretty wiles 
£ach other mutually beguiles. 

m 

It is fair Beauty's freshest youth ; 

It is a feign'd Elysium's truth ; 

The spring that winter'd hearts renew'th. 

And this is that my soul pursu'th.^ 



UPON HER PALENESS.^ 

Blame not my cheeks^ though pale with love they be ; 

The kindly heat into my heart is flown^ 

To cherish it^ that is dismay'd by thee^ 

Who art so cruel and unsteadfast grown. 
For Nature^ call'd for by distressed hearts^ 
Neglects^ and quite forsakes the outward parts. 

But they whose cheeks with careless blood are stain'd^ 
Nurse not one spark of love within their hearts ; 

▼ Signed << Th. Campion" in the first edition. 
V **■ Her Pa]ene8B."-^t<. 160SL 
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And when they woo, they speak with passion feign'd^ 
For their fat love lies in their outward parts. 

But in their breasts, where Love his court should hold. 
Poor Cupid sits, and blows his nails for cold. 

Tho. Campion. 



OP corinna's singing. 



When to her lute Corinna sings. 
Her voice revives the leaden strings. 
And doth in highest notes appear. 
As any challeng'd echo dear. 
But when she doth of mourning speak, 
Ev'n with her sighs the strings do break. 

And as her lute doth live or die. 

Led by her passions, so must I : 

For when of pleasure she doth sing. 

My thoughts enjoy a sudden spring. 

But if she do of sorrow speak, 

Ev'n from my heart the strings do break. 

Tho. Campion. 



A DIALOGUI^ BETWEEN THE LOVER AND HIS LADT. 

Lady, my flame still burning. 
And my consuming anguish. 
Doth grow so great, that life I feel to languish : 
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Then let your heart be moved^ 
To end my grief and yours^ so long time proved ; 
And quench the heat that my chief part so fireth^ 
Yielding the firuit that faithful love requireth. 

HER ANSWEB. 

Sweet Lord^ your flame still burnings 

And your consuming anguish^ 
Cannot be more than mine^ in which I languish ; 

Nor more your heart is moved. 
To end your grief and mine,* so long time proved : 
But if I yield, and so your love decreaseth. 
Then I my lover lose, and your love ceaseth. 

lONOTO. 



AN EliBGY OF A WOMAN'S HBABT.' 

Oh fedthless world, and thy most faithless part, 

A woman's heart : 
The true shop of variety, where sits 

Nothing, but fits> 
And fevers of desire, and pangs of love, 

.Which toys remove. 
Why was she bom to please, or I to trust 

Words writ in dust ? 

X my grief and youn,.^-£dit. 1602. 

y (( Elegy on a Woman's Heart.*'— «(fi/. 1621. 

T 2 
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Siiff'iing her eyes to govern my despair^ 

My pain for air^ 
And fruit of time rewarded with untruth. 

The food of youth. 
Untrue she was, yet I believ'd her eyes. 

Instructed spies ; 
Till I was taught, that love was but a school 

To breed a fool. 
Or soi^ht she more than triumphs of denial. 

To see a trial. 
How hi her smiles commanded my weakness ? 

Yield and confess. 
Excuse not now thy folly, nor her nature : 

Blush and endure 
As well thy shame, as ' passions that were vain ; 

And think thy gain. 
To know that love, lodg'd in a woman's breast 

Is but a guest. 

H. W. 



A POB8Y TO PBOVB AFFECTION 18 NOT LOVE.*^ 

Conceit, begotten by the eyes. 
Is quickly born, and quickly dies ; 

' Omitted in the fourth edition. 
» Omitted in the first edition. 
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For wliile it seeks our hearts to have^ 
MeaixwMle there ^ reason makes his grave ; 
For many things the eyes approve. 
Which yet the heart doth seldom love. 

For as the seeds, in spring time sown. 
Die in the ground ere they be grown ; 
Such is conceit, whose rooting fails. 
As child that in the cradle quails ; 
Or else^ within the mother's womb 
Hath his beginning, and his tomb. 

Affection follows Fortune's wheels. 
And soon is shaken from her heels ; 
For following beauty or estate, 
Her liking still is turn'd to hate. 
For all affections have their change, 
And fancy only loves to range. 

Desire himself -runs out of breath. 
And getting, doth but gain his death; 
Desire, nor reason hath, nor rest ; 
And blind doth seldom choose the best : 
Desire attained, is not desire. 
But as the cinders of the fire. 



>> their.-^dt/. 1608. 
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As ships in ports desir'd are drown'd; 
As fruit once ripe^ then iaILs to ground ; 
As flies that seek for flames^ are brought 
To cinders by the flames they sought : 
So fond desire^ when it attains^ 
The life expires, the woe remains. 

And yet some poets fain would prove 
Affection to be perfect love ; 
And that desire is of that kind. 
No less a passion of the mind : 
As if wild beasts and men did seek 
To like, to love, to choose alike. 



W. R.* 



MADRIGAL. 

IN PRAISE OF TWO. 

Faustina hath the fairer* face. 
And Phillida the better • grace. 

Both have mine eye enriched : 
This sings full sweetly with her voice. 
Her fingers make as ^ sweet a noise. 

Both have mine ear bewitched. 
Ah me ! sith Fates have so provided. 
My heart, alas ! must be divided. 

^ Omitted in the fourth edition. 

^ As in the text in the first, but *'*' fairest" in the second 

edition. « ffeater edit. 1602. 

^ so 8weet.^^t^. 1608 ; but as in the text in the first edition. 
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TO HIS LADY 8 GARDEN^ 
BEING ABSENT FAB FROM HER. 

Garden more than Eden blessed^ 
Art thou thus to have thy bowers^ 

Free'd from winter, and still dressed. 
With her face's heaven-set flowers ? 

Happy too are those thy alleys. 
Where her fair feet deign to tread ; 

Which departing earth's low valleys 
Shall to the milky way be led. ^ 

Thy trees whose arms her embraced. 
And whose fruit her lips do kiss, * 

In whose virtuous mind well placed. 
The rare tree of knowledge is, 

Happy are : so thy birds be, 

Whom she taught to sing by art ; 

Who, in heavenly harmony. 
With the angels bears a part. 

^ Shall the milky way be led.— ^t^ 1608. 
* This ooaplet is omitted in the first edition. 
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Happy^ blest^ and fortunate^ 
Bowers^ alleys^ trees^ and birds ; 

Bat my most unhappy state 

Far surmounts all reach of words. ^ 



UPON HIS lady's sickness OF THE SMALL-FOX. 

,1 

Cbuel and unpartial sickness, 

Sword of that arch-monarch Deaths 
That subdues all strength by weakness^ 

Whom all kings pay tribute^ breath ; 

Are not these thy steps I tracks 

In the pure snow of her face^ 
When thou did'st attempt to sack 

Her life's fortress^ and it raze? 

Th' heavenly honey thou did'st suck. 

From her rose cheeks might suffice ; / 

Why then did'st thou mar, and pluck 

Those dear flowers of rarest price ? 

Mean'st thou thy Lord to present 

With those rich spoils and adorn. 
Leaving me them to lament. 

And in ink's black tears thus mourn ? 

^ Signed «< T. Sp.*' in the first edition. 
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No; I'll* in my bosom wear them, ' 

And dose lock them in my heart : 
Thence, nor time, nor death shall bear them. 

Till I from myself do depart. 

Th. SPIIiMAN.' 



A SONNET IN THE GRACE OP WIT, OP TONGUE, 

OP PACE." 

Her face, her tongue, her wit, so fair, so sweet, so sharp. 
First bent, then drew, now hit, mine eye, mine ear, my 

heart: 
Mine eye, mine ear, my heart, to like, to learn, to love. 
Her face, her tongue, her wit, doth lead, doth teach, 

doth move. 
Her fsEtce, her tongue, her wit, with beams, with sound, 

with art. 
Doth blind, doth charm, doth rule, mine eye, mine ear, 

my heart. 

Mine eye, mine ear, my heart, with life, with hope, 

with skill. 
Her face, her tongue, her wit, doth feed, doth feast, 

doth fill. 

1 Omitted in the fourth edition ; «« Th. Sp." in the first 
edition^ 

^ Styled '^ A Reporting Sonnet,*' in the first and second 
editions. 
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Oh £aice> oh tongue^ oh wit^ with frowns^ with checks^ 

with smarts 
Wring not^ vex not^ wound not^ mine eye> mine ear^ 

my heart : 
This eye^ this ear, this heart, shall joy, shall bind, shall 

swear. 
Your fece, your tongue, your wit, to serve, to love, to 

fear. 



SONNET. 

FOR HEB HEART ONLY." 

Only, sweet Love, afford me but thy heart. 
Then close thine eyes within their ivory covers. 
That they to me no beam of light impart. 
Although they shine on all thy other lovers. 

As for thy lip of ruby, cheek of rose. 

Though I have kiss'd them oft with sweet content, 
I am content that sweet content to lose. 
If thy sweet Will will bar me, I assent.^ 

Let me not touch thy hand, but through thy glove. 
Nor let it be the pledge of kindness more ; 
Keep all thy beauties to thyself, sweet Love, 
I ask not such bold favours as before. 

I beg but this, afford me but thy heart. 

For then, I know, thou wilt the rest impart. 

n Omitted in the first and qeoond editions. 

« If they sweet Will will no< bar me, I assent.— ^^ 1611. 



ODE. 

That time and absence proves 
Rather help than hurts to loves, p 

Absence, hear thou my protestation. 
Against thy strength. 
Distance; and length : 
Do what you can ^ for alteration. 
For hearts of tn^est mettle. 
Absence doth join, and Time doth settle. 

Who loves a mistress of such quality. 
He soon hath found 
Affection ground ' 
Beyond time, place, and all mortality. 
To hearts that cannot vary. 
Absence is present. Time doth tarry. 

My ' senses want their outward motions. 
Which now within 
Reason doth win. 
Redoubled in her secret notions : 
Like rich men that take pleasure 
In hiding, more than handling treasure. 

P Omitted in the first and second editions. 
4 thou cansu—edit. 1602. ^ Affection's ground.— d<^t/. 1608. 
■ All from this line of this Ode is omitted in the second edi- 
tion, though it is inserted in the first. 
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By absence this good means I gain^ 
That I can catch her^ 
Where none can watch her> 
In some close corner of my brain. 
There I embrace and kiss her; 
And so I both enjoy and miss her. 



THE TBUB love's KNOT.* 

Love is the link^ the knot^ the band of unity ; 
And all that love^ do love with their belov'd to be. 

Love only did decree^ 

To change his kind in me. 
For though I lov'd with aU the powers of my mind^ 
And though^ my restless thoughts their rest in her did 

find^ 

Yet are my hopes dedin'd, 

Sith she is most unkind. 
For since her beauty's sun my fruitless hope did breeds 
By absence from that sun^ I hop'd to starve that weed ; 

Though absence did indeed 

My hopes not starve^ but feed. 
For when I shift my place^ like. to the stricken deer^ 
I cannot shift the shafts which in my side I bear : 

By^ me it resteth there. 

The cause is not elsewhere. 

^ This title is omitted in the first edition. 

' Through.— «di^ 1611. y Ay me, &C.— «(ii/. 1606. 
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So have I seen the sick to run and tnrn again^ 
As if that outward chai^ could ease his inward pain : 
But stilly alas ! in vain^ 
The fit doth still remain. 
Yet goodness is the spring from whence this ill doth 

grow. 
For goodness caus'd the love, which great respect did 
owe. 
Respect true love did show : 
True love thus wrought my woe. 

Ignoto." 

SONNET. 

Best pleased she is, when love is most exprest. 
And sometimes says, that love should be requited ; 
Yet is she griev'd my love should now be righted. 
When that my faith hath prov'd what I protest. 

Am I belov'd whose heart is thus opprest. 
Or dear to her, and not in her delighted ? 
I live to see the sun, yet still benighted : 
By her despair is blam'd, and hope supprest ; 

She still denies, yet still her heart consenteth ; 
She grants me all but that which I desire ; 
She fuel sends, but bids me leave the fire ; 
She lets me die, and yet my death lamenteth. 

Oh foolish love, by reason of thy blindness, 

I die for want of love, yet kill'd with kindness i 

' Omitted in the fourth edition. 
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SONNET. 

When a weak child is sick and out of quiets 
And for liis tenderness cannot sustain 
Physic of equal strength unto his pain^ 
Physicians to the nurse prescribe a diet. 

Oh I am sickj and in my sickness weak^ 

And through my weakness dead^ if I but take 
The pleasantest receipt that art can make^ 
Or if I hear but my physician speak. 

But^ ah ! fair god of physic^ it may be^ 
But physic to my nurse would me recover. 
She whom I love with beauty nurseth me. 
But with a bitter mixture kills her lover. 

Yet I assure myself, I should not die^ 

If she were purged of her cruelty. 



SONNET. 

Were I as base as is the lowly plain. 
And you, my Love, as high as heav'n above. 
Yet should the thoughts of me your humble swain 
Ascend to heav'n, in honour of my love. 
Were I as high as heav'n above the plain. 
And you, my Love, as humble and as low 
As are the deepest bottoms of the main, 
Whereso'er you were, with you my love should go. 
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Were you the earthy dear Love^ and I the skies> 
My love should shine on you like to the sun^ 
And look upon you with ten thousand eyes. 
Till heav'n wax'd blinds and till the world were done. 
Whereso'er I am, below, or else above you, 
Whereso'er you are, my heart shall truly love you. 

LS.' 



MADRIGAL. 

My love in her attire doth shew her wit. 
It doth so well become her : 

For every season she hath dressings fit. 
For Winter, Spring, and Summer. 
No beauty she doth miss. 
When all her robes are on : 
But Beauty's self she is. 
When all her robes are gone. 



A POEM.»» 

When I to you of all my woes complain. 
Which you make me endure without release ; 

* Omitted in the fourth edition, 
b In the first edition it stands thus : 

A MADRIGAL. 
When I to you complain of all the woe and pain 
Which you make me endure without release, 
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With scornful smiles you answer me again^ 
'^ That lovers true must bear and hold their peace.'' 
Dear^ I will bear^ and hold my peace^ if you 
Will hold your peace^ and bear what I shall do. 

F. D.« 



SONNET. 

The poets feign that when the world began^ 

Both sexes in one body did remain ; 

Till Lore^ offended with this double man> 

Caus'd Vulcan to divide him into twain. 
In this division he the heart did sever ; 

But cunningly he did indent the hearty 

That if there were a reuniting ever. 

Each part might know which was his counterpart. 
See then, dear love, th' indenture of my heart. 

And read the cov'nants writ with holy Are ; 

See if your heart be not the counterpart 

Of my true heart's indented chaste desire. 
And if it be, so may it ever be. 
Two hearts in one, twixt you, my love, and me. 

I. S. 

You answer nought again, but bear and hold your peace. 
Dear, I will bear and hold my peace, if you 
Will hold your peace and bear what I shall do. 

« No signature in the first edition. 
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AN INVECTIVE AGAINST WOMEN. 

Abb women feir ? Aye, wond'rous fair to see to ; ^ 
Are women sweet ? Yea, passing sweet they be too : 
Most fair and sweet to them that inly love them ; 
Chaste and discreet to all, save those that prove them. 

Are women wise ? Not wise, but they be witty : 
Are women witty ? Yea, the more the pity : 
They are so witty, and in wit so wily. 
That be ye ® ne'er so wise, they will beguile ye. 

Are women fools ? Not fools, but fondlings many. 
Can women fond be faithful unto any ? 
When snow-white swans do turn ' to colour sable. 
Then women fond will be both firm and stable. 

Are women saints ? No saints, nor yet no devils. 
Are women good } Not good, but needful evils; 
So angel-like, that devils I do not doubt them ; 
So needful ills, that few can live without them. 

^ In every previous edition this line stands, 

*' Are women fair ? I, wond*rous fair to see too." 

The alteration in the text has been made on the presumption that 
it has always been hitherto misprinted. 

« be you.— tfrff^ 1602. f run edit. 1621. 

u 
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Are women proud ? Aye^ passing proud^ and praise them : 
Are women kind? Aye^wond'roos kind^ and please them : 
Or so imperious^ no man can endure them; 
Or so kind-hearted^ any may procure them. 

Ignoto. 



love's bstbassy^ in an iambic blbgt. ' 

Unhappy verse ! the witness of unhappy state ! 
Make thyself fluttering wings of thy £Eist-flying thought^ 
And fly forth unto my love, wheresoever she be. 

Whether lying restless in heavy bed,** or else 
Sitting so cheerless at the cheerful board, or else 
Playing alone careless on her heavenly virginals. 

If in bed, tell her that mine eyes can take no rest; 
If at board, tell her that my mouth can taste no food; 
If at her virginals, tell her I can hear no mirth. 

E Omitted in the fourth edition ; in the first edition it is en- 
titled ^« An Elegy in Trimeter lambicks." 

A MS. note of Mr. Park in the Editor^s copy states, that this 
Iambic Elegy was first printed in Spenser's Letter to Gabriel 
Harvey, 1680 ; that Warton has noticed it in his Observations 
on the Fairie Queen; and that Waldron has reprinted it in his 
Literary Museum. 

h As in the text in the first, but '^ in a heavy bed," in the 
second edition. 



SONNETS. 291 

Asked wby^ say^ waldng Love snffereth no sleep ; 
Say^ that raging love doth appal the weak stomach; 
Say^ that lamenting love marreth the ^usical. 

Tell her^ that her pleasures were wont to lull me asleep; 
Tell her^ that her beauty Was wont to feed mine eyes; 
Tell her^ that her sweet tongue was wont to make me 
mirth. 

Now do I nightly waste^ wanting my kindly rest ; 
Now do I daily starve^ wanting my lively food; 
Now do I always die^ wanting my timely mirth. 

And if I waste^ who will bewail my heavy chance ? 
And if I starve^ who will record my cursed end ? 
And if I die^ who will say^ this was Immerito f 

Edmund Spencer. 



SONNET. 

love's seven deadly sins.' 

Mine eye with all the deadly sins is fraught : 
1. First Proud^ sith it presum'd to look so high ; 
A watchman being made^ stood gazing by^ 

> Omitted in the first and lecond editions. 

u 2 
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2. And Idle^ took no heed till I was caught : 

3. And Envious bears envy^ that my thought 
Should in his absence be to her so nigh : 

4. To Kill my hearty mine eye let in her eye. 
And so content gave to a murder wrought : 

5. And Covetous, it never would remove 

From her fair hair, gold so doth please his sight. 

6. Unchaste, a bawd between my heart and love, 

7. A glutton eye, with tears drunk every night. 
These sins procured have a Goddess' ire : 
Wherefore my heart is damn'd in Love's sweet 

fire.*'. 



SONNET. » 

TO TWO MOST HONOURABLE AND VIRTUOUS LADIES 

AND SISTERS, 
THE LADY MARGARET, COUNTESS OF CUMBERLAND, 
THE LADY ANNE, COUNTESS OP WARWICK. ™ 

Ye sister Muses, do not ye " repine. 

That I two sisters do with nine compare, 

k Signed H. C. (presumed to be the inidak of Henry Con. 
stable) in the first, second, and fourth editions. 

1 The title of this Sonnet in the first edition was '' Sonnet to 
two most honourable and virtuous Ladies, sisters." 

"■ Daughters of Francis Russell, second earl of Bedford, K. G. 
by his first wife Margaret, daughter of Sir Oliver St. John, Knt. 
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Since each of these is far more truly rare^ 
Than the whole troop of all the heav'nly nine. 

But if ye ask me which is more divine^ 
I answer^ like to their twin eyes they are^ 
Of which^ each is more bright than brightest star : 
Yet neither doth more bright than other shine. 

Sisters of spotless fame^ of whom alone 
Malicious tongues take pleasure to spea& weU^ 
How should I you ^ commend^ sith either one 
All things in heav'n and earth so far excel ? 

The only praise I can you give^ is this*. 

That one of you like to the other is. 

H. C. 

and Bister of Oliver, first lord St. John o£ Btetsho. Anne, the 
eldest daughter, married Ambrose Dudley, earl of Warwick, K. G. 
to whom she was third wife, and died February 9, 1603, without 
issue. Margaret was the youngest daughter of the earl of Bed- 
ford, and was bom in the city of Exeter, and baptized there on 
the 9th of July, 1560. On the 24th of June, 1577) she married 
George Clifford, third earl of Cumberland, K. G., and dying on 
the 24th of May, 1616, at Brougham Castle, was buried in. the 
church of St. Lawrence of Appleby in. Cumberland, where a 
monument is erected to her memory. Her only surviving issue 
was a daughter Ann, who was twice married, and from whom 
the present Baroness de Clifford is descended. This sonnet must 
hare been written before the year 1603. 

1 yoo. — edit, 1611. 

^ one.~«(fi/. 1608; as in the text in the first edition^ 
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ODE. 

OF CYNTHIA. 

The ancient readers of Heaven's book> 
Which with cnrions eye did^look 

Into Nature's story; 
All things under Cynthia took 

To be transitory. 

This the learned only knew> 
But now all men find it true^ 

Cynthia is descended^ 
With bright beams^ and heav'nly hue. 

And lesser stars attended. 

Lands and seas she rules below^ 

Where things change, and ebb, and flow. 

Spring, wax old, and perish ; 
Only Time, which all doth mow. 

Her alone doth cherish. 

Time's young hours attend her still. 
And her eyes and cheeks do fill 
With fresh youth and beauty : 
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All her lovers old do grow^ 
But their hearts they do not so^ 
In their love and duty. 

This Song was sung before her Sacred Majesty at a Show on 
Horseback, wherewith the Right Honourable the Earl of 
Cumberland presented her Highness on May-day last.P 



OP iLOVE QlFtA 

Who gives a gift to bind a friend thereby. 
Doth set or put his gift to usury : 
And he that gives a gift that is not free. 
Give ** where he list, so that he give not me. 
For bought and sold is friendship strange. 
Who lives by selling, lives by change ; 
And he, that loveS to change his friiend. 
Will turn to nothing in the end. 



THE ANATOMY OP LOVE. 

Now what is Love ? I pray thee, tell. 
It is that fountain and that well, 

F In the year 1^00. This Poem concluded the first edition, 
q Omitted in the second edition. i* Gives .-—f eft/. 1621. 



896 POETICAL RHAPSODY. 

Where Pleasure and Repentance dwell ; 
It is^ perhaps^ that sounding bell^ 
That tolls ' all in tQ Heaven^ or Hell : 
And this is Love^ as I hear tell. 

Now what is Love ? I pray thee, say. 
It is a work on holy day. 
It is December match'd with May, 
When lusty ))loods in fresh array. 
Hear ten months after of their play : 
And this is Love, as I hear say. 

Now what is Love ?. I pray thee,' fain. 
It is a sunshine mix'd with rain. 
It is a gentle pleasing pain : 
A flower that dies and springs again. 
It is in faith that would full fetin ; 
And this is Love, and not a stain. 

Yet what is Love ? I pray thee," say. 
It is a pretty shadow way. 
As well found out by night as day ; 
It is a thing will soon decay : 
Then take the 'vantage while you may : 
And this is Love, as I hear say. 

Now what is Love ? I pray thee, show. 
A thing that creeps and cannot go; 

> rcHlB^^^dit. 1608. * pray thee ibid. " ibid. 
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A prize that passeth to and fro ; 
A thing for one^ a thing for moe. 
And he that proves shall find it so. 
And this is some sweet friend^ I trow.^ 



A POEM. 

If Wrong by force had Justice put to flight. 
Yet were there hope she might return again ; 
If lawless war had shut her up from sights 
Yet lawful peace might soon restore her train. 
But now, alas, what hope of hope is left. 
When wrongful Death hath her of life bereft ? 

The Sun, that often falls, doth often rise ; 

The Moon, that waneth, waxeth full with light ; 

But he, that Death in chains of darkness ties. 

Can never break the bands of lasting night. 
What then remains but tears of loss to wail. 
In which all hope of mortal help doth fail ? 

▼ In the third edition the following stanza oondudes thii 
poem ; hut as it appears to have been omitted in all other edi- 
tions, and has manifestly no reference to the subject, it is pre- 
sumed to have been introduced from a mistake of the printer. 
In vain I live, such sorrow lives in me, 
In vain lives sorrow, since by her I live : 
Life works in vain, where Death will master be, 
Death strives in vain, where Life doth virtue give. 
Thus each of us would work another's woe, 
And hurts himself in vain, and helps his foe. 
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Who dicm iUl wmp, w^ iriw dall tens n£nam 

!.•• nvr sre icwoflj uin wra^pii jmsuu ifiiiWy 
Aod •£ tM few; tM flunj Death dotfc cdL 
Ykigwte&mmam banw I wnl ama^ die loft. 
Bat priTate lov denies to be expmt. 



A POEM 

IV TH< VATITBB OF AW SPITAFH OF A FKIBNIk' 

If ftepdame Natme bare' been scant. 
In dealing Beanty^s gifts to me. 
My wit shall help sopply that want. 
And skill instead of shape shall be. 
M J statore, I confess, is small. 
And therefore nill I boast of war. 

My name shall fill the heavens and all. 

This skin shall senre to hide that scar ; 

My head to bear the helm nnfit. 

My hands nnapt to mnrder men : 
Bat little heads oft hold much wit. 
And feeble hands can goide a pen. 

*■ Omitted in the first and second editions. 
' hath — tdii. 1621. 



/ 
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love's contentment.* 

Death is my doom^ awarded by Disdain^ 
A ling'ring death that Avill not let me die : 
This length of life is lengthening of my pain^ 
And length of pain gets strength of pain thereby : 

And strength of pain makes pain of longer last; 

Ah^ who hath tied my life to pain so fast } 

And yet I seem as if I did but feign^ 

Or make my grief much greater than I need^ 

« 

When as the care to hide my burning pain^ 
With secret sighs^ constrains my heart to bleed. 
Yet well I wot, believ'd* I shall not be. 
Until by death a proof thereof** you see. 

But if this lodge, the witness of my woe. 
Whose stony walls unheard^ my plaints contain. 
Had sense to feel, and tongue my pain to show^ 
Which he indos'd, I utter all in vain. 

You soon should know that most I make my moan. 

Alone, if he that loves can be alone. 

X This poem is omitted in the first and second editions. 
> be kiUU^ecTt/. 1611. ^ liereof.--^di^. 1608. 

c enteard._edt/. 1621. 
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Why should I seek to make my shame be known^ 
That foolish Love is causer of my pain ? 
Forgive me. Love, the speech is not mine own. 
But so they speak that thee and thine disdain. 
And I myself confess my skill too small. 
To plead for love, and clear myself withal. 

« 

What reason can my simple wit devise. 

Why bootless grief should thus my mind afflict ? 

I love the thoughts that love itself despise, 

I seek for that, I never look to find. 

Oft have I heard, for*^ which I think I die> 
Thine angry tongue all kind of love defy. 

Yet is my life upon thy promise stay'd. 
By which thou hast assur'd me of thy love ; 
And though thereby my heat be not allay'd. 
No stay of flight, where gain is still above. 
Yet since thy heart can yield to love no more, 
I rest content, although I die therefore. 

QUIS DEUS OPPOSUIT N08TRI8 SUA NUMINA VOTIS?^ 
d or.~~edU. 1608. (m.^^dU, 1621. 
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A REPENTANT POEM.' 

Though late my hearty yet turn at last^ 
And shape thy course another way ; 
'Tis better lose thy laj^ur past^ 
Than follow on to sure decay. 

What though thou long have stray'd away ? ^ 

In hope of grace for mercy cry. 

Though weight of sin doth press thee down^ 
And keep thee grov'ling on the ground ; 
Though black Despair^ with angry frown. 
Thy wit and judgment quite confound; 

Though time and wit have been misspent^ 

Yet grace is left if thou repent. 

Weep then, my heart, weep still and still. 

Nay, melt to floods of flowing tears ; 

Send out such shrieks as heav'n may £11, 

And pierce thine angry Judge's ears^ 
And let thy soul, that harbouts sin. 
Bleed streams of blood, to drown it in. 

* This poem is also (tmitted in the first and second editions. 
' aw'ry. — Lee Priory edition. 
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Then shall thine angry Judge's face 
To cheerful looks itself apply ; 
Then shall thy soul be fiU'd with grace^ 
And fear of death constrain'd to fly. 

Even so^ my Grod ! oh when ? how long ? 

I would^ but Sin is too too strong. 

« 

I strive to rise ; Sin keeps me down^ 
I fly from Sin ; Sin follows me. 
My will doth reach at glory's crown^ 
Weak is my strength^ it will not be. 

See how my fainting soul doth pant; 

Oh let thy strength supply my want.' 

f The second edition concluded with this poem. 



AN 

EPITAPH UPON THE HEART OF 
HENRY THE THIRD, 

LATE KINO OF FRANCE AND POLAND; 
SJLAIN 1689, BY A JACOBIN F&IAR. 

UPON THE TOMB OF HIS HEART IN THE CHURCH OF 

SAINT CLOUD> NEAR PARIS; ADJOINING TO THE 

HOUSE WHERE HE WAS SLAIN. 

Adsta viator et dole Regam vioem ! 
Cor Regis isto conditum est sub marmore, 
Qui jura Oallis, jura Sannatis dedit. 
Tectus Gucullo hunc sustulit Sicarius ; 
Abi Viator, et dole Regum vicem ! 

THUS PARAPHRASTICALLY ENGLISHED. 

Whether thy choice^ or chance^ thee hither brings 
Stay^ passenger^ and wail the hap of kings. 
This little stone a great king's heart doth hold^ 
That rul*d the fickle French^ and Polacks bold : 
Whom with a mighty warlike host attended. 
With traitorous knife, a cowled monster ended. 
So frail are e'en the highest earthly things. 
Go, passenger, and wail the hap of Kings ! 

F.D. 



ADDIT. 



PER CHA. BEST, ARM. 



AN EPITAPH ON HENRY THE FOURTH^ THE LAST 

FRENCH KING. <^ 

That we should more bewail the hap of kings^ 
Great Henry Bourbon's death occasion brings : 
To Henry Valois next crown'd king of France^ 
Next both in blood, in name, in reign, in chance. 
Perils, his youth; wars, did his manhood spend. 
His old age, peace, till murder his life did end : 
His conquests, glory; his wisdom, peace did win. 
His £uth. Heaven ; Christ, pardon for his sin. 



AN EPITAPH ON QUEEN ELIZABETH. 

Eliza, that great maiden Queen, lies here. 

Who goyem'd England four and forty year ; 

Our coins refin'd in; Ireland tam'd; Belgia protected; 

Friended France ; foiled Spain ; and Pope rejected : 

c As Henry IV. was not assassinated until 14th May, 1610, 
this Epitaph must have been written a very short time before 
the third edition of the Rhapsody was printed. 
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Princes found her powerful ; the world virtuous : 
Her subjects wise and just ; and God religious : 
God hath her soul, the world her admiration. 
Subjects her good deeds, Princes her imitation. 



union's JEWELL. 



Divers rare gems in thee. Oh Union ! shine : 

First seven Margarets in thy jewel stand ; 

Matildas three, three Janes of regal line. 

Two royal Marys, two Elizas, and 
One Is'bell, Anne, Sybill, and Margery, 
All royal genis, set princely shine in thee. 

But first in it doth Agasia shine. 
Who first with Durstus it began to make ; 
Then Marg'ret next, of our king Edgar's line. 
Whom Malcolm, King of Scots, to wife did take ; 
Whose grandchild Maud, our Emp'ress, did conjoin, 
Scots, Saxon, Norman blood in our King's line. 

For their child Bland, our first Henry did marry ; 
Of them Matild', our said Emp'ress, did spring ; 
By whose second husband our kings' did carry. 
Name of great Plantagenet : then Scots' king. 

First Alexander, did Sybilla wed. 

Who sprang from our William Conqueror's bed. 

X 
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The third Matild' their (irBt king David married. 
Earl Waldoff '8 daughter^ niece to great king William : 
Jane> our king JiAn'B daughter, thither was canied. 
By their second Alexander : after came 
Their third king Alexander, who did marry 
Another Marg'ret, daughter of our third Harry. 

From them two did another Marg'ret spring. 
Who, by Norway's prince, a fourth Marg'ret had. 
Soots' infuit queen, whom, first Edward our king 
To have married to his son would have been glad. 
So Scotland's peers would too : her death said, nay^ 
Which only this great Union then did stay. 

Though that most noble and victorious king. 
This natural Union could not then advance ; 
Another he as great t' effect did bring 
When he hiB son married to th' heir of France, 
Is'bell ; by whom since aU our kings have claimed 
The crown of France, which some of them have 
gained. 

Though this, our second Edward did prevent. 
That he from Scotland did not take his wife : 
His daughter Jane performed his intent. 
With second David; spending there her life. 
He did the child of second Edward marry. 
As third Alexander did of our third Harry. 
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Without issue they died; then Margery^ 
Their first king Robert's daughter^ Bruce by name^ 
Soots' queen by birth^ must needs remember'd be : 
By whom Lord Stewart did increase his fiune. 

From them second Robert; and James Stewart fi*om 
him 

Third Robert nam'd^ whence first James did begin. 

A valiant prinoe> who spent his youthful prime> 
In martial deeds with our fifth Henry in France : 
To whom our sixth king Henry in his time^ 
Jane> our third £dward's grandchild^ did advance 
In marriage; she of Henry Beaufort sprung, 
Somerset's earl ; was virtuous;, feur, and young. 

Fifth Margaret, Richmond's countess, forth did bring 
Our seventh Henry, who one division ended. 
With Elizai heir of our fourth Edwmr d king : 
Fr<»n both whom great'st Marg'ret of all descended : 

From whom and fourth James, fifth James Scottish 
king. 

And from him Mary, Scots' last queen, did spring. 

■ 

Fourth James being dead, Marg'ret did Douglas marry; 
They a daughter Marg'ret had. Earl Lennox' wife. 
Whose son. Lord Damley, married their last Mary, 
Of whom comes Charles James,* finisher of strife. 

* It is not a little singular that in this poem king James the 
First should be described as Charles James : he is not recorded 
to have had any other baptismal name than James. 

X 2 



I 
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Who with Anne makes Union^ by the childless death 
Of our Queens^ Mary and Elizabeth. 

The rarest pearls^ and richest Margaretes all. 

Which ever did in any jewel stand : 

The rarest jewel too, and most angelical. 

Almost made up by Grod and Nature's hand. 
By men to be finished, to this Isle sent : 
Then to be worn for her best ornament. 



A PANEGYRICK TO HY SOVEREIGN LORD THE KING.' 

Great King, since first this Isle by Jove's own hand^ 
Was set apart within great Ocean's arms ; 
And was appointed by her self to stand, 
Fenc'd round about with rocks from foreign harms : 
She into sundry parts hath oft been torn. 
And greatest wounds by her own blows hath borne. 

But all the fractions now which man did make. 
Since it in one whole number Nature gave. 
Are added up, and brought to one great stake; 
And being all summ'd up, one total have. 
For Britain now to all the dividend. 
In one whole quotient, all doth comprehend. 

a James the First, who ascended the throne 24th March, 
1603; and as this " Panegyrick*' appeared in the edition of 1608, 
we are enabled to fix the period when it was written very 
closely. 
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For thou the Monarch of this Western Isle^ 
Now all her shiver'd parts hast brought together : 
Spreading thy Empire's wings eight hundred mile^ 
In lengthy and four in breadth ; there staying nei* 
ther. 
But o'er old Ocean's breast thy arm dost stretch. 
Through Ireland^ making it to India reach. 

To Judah thou the tribes hast brought again. 
Which by themselves did in Samaria dwell : 
Jordan by thee, whose stream did run amain. 
Is now dried up, that every tribe may well 
To other go : thou hast broke down the wall. 
Which Adrian made, and which we Pictic call. 

Thou, Virtue's orb, where fame is still ascendant. 

And never can her highest age attain ; 

Conqueror of all hearts, all flatt'ries transcendant. 

Who hold'st it loss to take ; to give, great gain : 
Of bounteous deeds the ever-running spring, 
To many wealth, to all dost gladness bring. 

The Muses' darling, who with golden pen. 
And silver'd tongue thy princely mind can'st tell; 
In whom learning, a Prince's richest gem. 
Both human and divine, abounding dwell : 

The great contriver of this triple Isle, 

To one imperial diadem and style. 
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The royal product of the princely dove, 
Which England's Noah from Peace's ark sent forth^ 
After war's deluge ; who> olive-branch of love 
Dost bring with thee in thy return from North : 
How joyfully did Britain reach her hand^ 
To take thee int' the ark of this her land ! 

With great Eliza^ glory of her own^ 
Wonder of future times^ true Church's nurse. 
The ancient faith's reviver, on whom were shewn. 
Heaven's blessings, all men's prayers, no man's curse. 
Fortune's favours. Nature's wealth, Grod's high grace. 
The Muses' lodge, all Virtue's dwelling-place. 

Our sun did set with great Elizabeth ; 
Before night thou a new day-light did'st bring : 
Our summer's peace did close at her cold death. 
Without war's winter thou renew'd'st our spring. 

All our lives' joys with her dead seem'd to be ; 

Before entomb'd, they were reviv'd by thee. 

Centre of royal births, in whom do meet 
Lines drawn from all the noble Conqueror's blood. 
Which ever in any part, with warlike feet. 
Of this great Isle's circumference have stood ; 
With thy fair Queen, a sea, whither do run 
Streams of all royal blood of Christendom. 
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Both royal plants^ whence princely branches springs 
Whereon grow our best fruits of hope and joy ; 
Great offsprings both of many a noble King, 
An antidote she against this land's annoy; 
In whose mild looks, hath princely majesty 
A marriage made with modest courtesy. 

She Virtue's book bound in a golden cove^. 
Wherein Nature hath writ with GKkL's own quill ; 
All beauty's learning, where thou, her true lover, 
May'st read sweet lectures of delight at will ; 
And on the frame of whose divinest feature 
All graces shine, that can be in a creature. 

Sprung of a double, knit to a triple king, 
Late quadruple, the Holy number. Three, 
Grateful to God did seem more apt to bring 
Peace to this land, with love and unity : 
Plant royal, set by Juno in this land. 
Whose ancestors by Mars here once did stand. 

Sacred beauty, her makes seem angelical. 

Thee, heavenly wisdom to the stars do raise ; 

Minerva her, Apollo thee do call. 

Their darlings; both, truest themes of all praise. 
Together live and love, and long do reign. 
To our, to your^ to Qod'uj joy, bliss, and gain. 
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TO MY LORD THE PRINCE.'' 

Darling of these^ of future times the glory; 
Branch royal sprung from many a regal stem ; 
On whose fair structure written is the story^ 
Of Nature's chiefest skilly World's choicest gem. 
Wit's richest cabinet. Virtue's best array. 
Centre where lines of all hearts' loves do meet : 
Sweet ground, whereon the Muses love to play; 
Ripe in wit, though green in years, of form most sweet. 
Scotland's fair fruit, England's great hope, France's 

love, 
Ireland's awe, Cambria's Joy, Great Britain's fame. 
Abridgment of all worth. The mighty Jove, 
Long lengthen your good days, and still your name; 
And when you shall have honour'd long this land. 
Grant you a glorious saint in Heaven to stand ! 

b Henry, eldest son of King James I. He was bom the 19th 
of February, ^594 ; was created Prince of Wales the 30th of 
May, 1610 ; and died on the 6th of November, 1612. 
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TO THE EXCELLENT LADY ELIZABETH^ HER GRACE.* 

Fair Virtue's gem^ set in most royal gold^ 
The worthiest owner of the fairest mansion^ 
Rich prize^ for which Nature and Fortune hold 
With Muses and Graces great contention : 
All which by agreement this partition make> 
None of themselves worthy of all discerning : 
Nature your beauty^ Graces your virtues take; 
Fortune shares your honour^ Muses your learning. 
. Map of perfection, who deserve to be. 
And are the worthiest mark the world can yield 
For all great Christian princes loves; they see 
Such Virtue's wheat growing in Beauty's field : 
Long may you live, a holy and happy life, 
A royal maid first, then a royal wife ! 

c Eldest daughter of King James I. She was bom August 19, 
1696, and was married in February 1613, to Frederick, Count 
Palatine of the Rhine. From their youngest daughter, Sophia, 
the present royal family derive their desoent from the SovereignB 
of tl^s kingdom, and, in consequence of the Act of Settlement, 
their right to the Throne. 
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DE LAF8U HOMINIS IN ADAM. 

Pauper amabilis et yenerabilis> est benedictus^ 

Dives inutijis^ insatiabilis^ est maledictus* 

Qui bona negligit^ et mala diligit^ intrat abyssiun : 

Nulla potentia^ nulla pecunia liberat ipsum^ 

Irremeabilis^ insatiabilis^ ilia vorago. 

Hie ubi mergitur^ horrida cernitur omnis imago^ 

Vir miserabilis Evaque flebilis hoc subjerunt^ 

Hie cruciamina, per sua crimina^ cum meruerunt. 

Jussa Dei pia, jussa salubria si tenuissent. 

Vir neque fcemina> nee sua semina^ morte perissent^ 

Sed quia spemere jussaque solvere non timuere^ 

Mors gravis irruit^ hoc merito fuit, et perierej 

Janua mortis passio fortis crimen eorum. 

Attulit orbi semina morbi^ totque malorum^ 

Ilia parentes^ atque sequentes culpa peremit^ 

Atque piarum deliciarum munus ademit^ 

Flebile fatum dans cruciatum^ dansque dolorem^ 

lUa merenti perdere tanti regis bonorem^ 

Est data saevam causa per Evam perditionis^ 

Dum meliorem sperat honorem voce draconis^ 

Hoc male credens^ nos quoque liedens crimine magno. 

Omnia tristi subdidit isti ssecula damno^ 

Stirps miserorum plena dolorum postea crevit^ 

His quoque damnis pluribus annis subdita flevit. 
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2>B BESTITUTIONB HOHINI8 FEB 0HBI8TUM. 

Sbd Deus omnipotens^ qui verbo cuncta creavit^ 
Sic cecidisse dolens homines quos semper amavit^ 
Ipse saum verbum transmisit ad infima mundi^ 
Exulibus miseris aperire viam redeundi. 
Filius ergo Dei descendit ab arce superna^ 
Nimquam discedens h majestate paterna^ 
Qui corpus sumens animatum^ numine salvo^ 
Processit natus sacrse de virginis alvo^ 
Verus homo^ verusque Deus^ pius et miserator^ 
Verus salvator^ nostrseque salutis amator^ 
Sponte sua moriens mortem moriendo peremit^ 
Et sic perpetua miseros a morte redemit^ 
Namque pia de morte resurgens^ ut Leo fortis^ 
Restituit vitam prostrato principe mortis. 



OF THE FALL OF MAN IN ADAM. 

The poor man belov'd> for virtue approv'd, right bless- 
ed is he^ 

Where covetous chuff^ who never hath enough^ accursed 
shall be. 

Who goodness rejecteth^ and evil affecteth^ shall f&H in 
the pit ; 



316 rOETICAL RHAPSODY. 

No plenty of pence shall free him from thence ; no 

power nor wit. 
Both unrepassable and unsatiable^ that gulph will ap- 
pear ; 
Embogg'd he shall be^ where nought he shall see^ but 

horror and fear. 
Adam unstable^ and Eve variable, the very first time. 
By falling from God, deserved this rod. Oh horrible 

crime! 
For had they adhered to God, and him feared, by 

keeping his reed. 
Then death had liot come on, the man or the woman, 

or any their seed. 
But when as the man^ from God's will began, basely 

to revolt. 
For his grievous sin, death came rushing in, and on 

him laid holt. * 
This was the great crime, which at the first time, by 

craft of the devil. 
Did bring in the seed, of sickness and need, and all 

other evil : 
This was the sin, which first did begin, our parents to 

kill. 
And heavenly food, prepar'd for our good, did utterly 

spill. 
Unhappy the fate, which first such a state, such sorrow 

did bring, 
To him that had lost, so much to our cost, our heavenly 

King. 
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The credulous Eve^ 'twas she that did give^ the cause 
of such evil. 

Hoping that honour, would come more upon her, de- 
ceived by the devil ; 

Believing of him, did make her to sin, to all our great 
loss; 

For mankind e'er since, received from hence, an hor- 
rible cross ; 

For all the nations, through all generations, which 
after have been. 

With grief of their heart, have tasted the smart, of 
that primitive sin. 



OP THE RESTORING OP MAN BY CHRIST. 

But Jove omnipotent, all things by his word who 
created. 

Grieving man to be fall'n, whose love was in him so 
innated. 

Sent from above his word, for man to prepare a re- 
turning 

Thence, where else had he lain through all eternity 
burning. 

So God's only begotten Son, came down to redeem us ; 

Yet did he stiU himself, his Father's glory beteem us : 

A body form'd with a soul, to his divinity taking, 

And to be born of a virgin, his humanity making. 

Born very God, very man, he a man God, merciful, 
holy. 
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Porcliased our salvation^ was our Saviour whdUy : 

For by his willing deaths he Death's self wholly de- 
featedj 

And so us all from eternal death, by death rebegetted. 

From death again rising, he Death's prince mightily 
maimed. 

Whereby his own from death, to Eternal life he re- 
gained. 



THE END OF THE POETICAL RHAPSODY. 



PSALMS; 



TRAITBLATED BY 



FRANCIS AND CHRISTOPHER DAVISOt^t 



These translations were oopied from HarL MSS. 6930, and 
collated with Harl. MSS. 3357 : the latter is a small volume 12mo. 
beautifully bound in white vellum, entitled A Handful of Ce- 
iesHal Flowers, viz. Divers selected Psalms of David in verse, 
differently translated from those used in the Church g Divers Me- 
ditations upon our Savumr*s Passion; Certain Hymnes or Carrolls 
for Christmas Daie; A Divine Pastorell Eglogue; Meditations 
upon the \st and \^ih verses of y^ \^ Chap, of Job, Composed 
by divers wortMe and learned Gentlemen, Manuscrib*d by R. Cr, 
The Psalms in this MS. are verbatim copies of those in HarL 
MSS. 6930 ; and the only material variations in the arrangement 
of them are, that Psalms xliii. cxxiii. and cxzviii., which in HarL 
MSS. 6930 are without any signature, and are consequently omit- 
ted in the Lee Priory edition of the Rhapsody, are in this vo- 
lume subscribed ''Francis Davison.** It also contains Psalm 
xd. attributed to Thomas Carey, which is entirely omitted in 
No. 6930. The Handful of Celestial Flowers was compiled 
by Ralph Crane, for a new year*s gift to Sir Francis Ashley, >Knt. 
Serjeant at Law, to whom there is a quaint dedication, dated 
December 1633, in which he is thus addressed : '' The right 
worthie of titles of worship S^ Francis Ashley, Knight, one of 
his Ma*^ Serjeants at Law,** &c. The dedication concludes in 
these words : '' My humble desier is, that they may supplie the 
customary dutie of the ensuing new yeer, (they bringing with 
them the zealous wishes of many happy ones to you and yours). 
I should also (even in articulo mortis) much rejoice if you shall 
vouchsafe to call them (for age, affection, grief, and want, tell 
me it will be so) the ultimum vale of him that honours your 
name, leaves these (like Joshua's stones pitched in GKlgall), as 
memorials that he was ever to your deceased brother an unfor- 
tunate servant, and stiU to your worthy self a most entirely af- 
fected beadsman, Ralph Crane.** — The Meditations, Hymns 
and Carrots, are subscribed '' W. A., Esq.'* and the Pastoral 
Eglogue has the signature '' T. Randolp, Gent.** It does not 
appear by whom the Meditations on the 11th Chapter of Job 



AN INTRODUCTION 

TO THE THAN8LATI0N OP THE PSALMS. 
BY FRANCIS DAVISON. 

CoMB^ Urania^ heavenly Muse^ 

And infuse 
Sacred flame to my invention : 
Sing so loudj that angels may 

Hear thy lay. 
Lending to thy note, attention. 

were written. — This curious volume subsequently belonged to 
Lady Henrietta HoUes, daughter of John last Duke of Newcastle 
of that name, and bears two autographs, '' Hennarietta HoUes 
her book, given by her father ;*' ^^ Henrietta Holies her book, 
17O8.** This lady married Edward Harley, second Earl of Ox- 
ford, which accounts for the book forming part of the Harleian 
Collection. 

Though the translations of the 43rd, 123rd, and 128th Psalms 
are on the authority of this MS. now introduced, it must be 
observed, that' the internal evidence is strongly against their 
having been written by Francis Davison, for they are very in- 
ferior in merit to his other translations of the Holy Psalmist. 
The signatures in Harl. MSS. 6930, are not in the same auto- 
graph as the manuscript itself, but appear to have been added 
some time afterwards. 

The library of the Marquess of Stafford also contains a copy 
of Davison's Translation of the Psalms, 
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Oh ! my soul, bear thou a part ; 

And my heart. 
With glad leaps, beat thou the measure ! 
Powers of soul and body meet. 

To make sweet. 
Sweet and full this music's pleasure ! 

But to whom. Muse, shall we sing ? 

To the King ? 
Or Prince Charles, our hope and glory ? * . 
To any great Maecenas' fame ? 

Or some Dame, 
Proud of beauty transitory ? 

No, Muse; to Jehovah now. 

We do vow 
Hymns of praise, psalms of thanksgiving ; 
By whose only grace and power. 

At this hour^ 
I do breathe among the living ! 

Hymns, which in the Hebrew tongue. 

First were sung^ 
By Israel's sweet and royal singer ; 
Whose rich harp the heavenly quire 

Did desire 
To hear touch'd with his sweet finger : 

^ As Prince Charles is Spoken af as England^s ^^hope," it is 
evident that this Introduction was written softer he became heir- 
appaivnt to the throne, which took place on the death of his 
brotjher Henry, Prince of Wales^ in November 1613. 
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To which the orbs celestial^ 

Joining all. 
Made all parts so fully sounding. 
As no thought, 'till earth we leave. 

Can conceive 
Aught with pleasure so abounding. 

Sacred triple Majesty^ 

One in Three ! 
Qrsnt, oh grant me this desire. 
When my soul, of body frail 

Leaves the gaol. 
Let it sing in this blest quire ! 



"AN INTRODUCTION 

TO SO MANY OF THE PSALMS AS ABE OF 
MB. FRANCIS DAVISON'b OOMPOSURK. 

These Psalms, so full of holy meditation^ 
Which David sung by heavenly inspiration. 
Our souls, by as divine an imitation^ 
Ravish^ and bless anew in this translation. 

Cease not this holy work ; but, cnae by one, 
Chaunt o'er these hesv^nly hymns^ which may be done 
In divine measures, as they are begun 
Only by David's self, or David's son. 

W. Baonall. 
Y 2 



PSALM I. 

(unflmUhed,) 
BY FBANCIS DATI80N. 



II. 

But makes God*s law his sweet delight^ 

His solace, and his chiefest pleasure ; 
And thereon thinking day and night. 

Accounts those thoughts his dearest treasure. 

III. 
Like as a tree that hath his seat 

Near where some chrystal river slideth. 
Still green in summer's parching heat. 

And winter's pinching cold abideth, 

IV. 

And never mocks his hopeful Lord 
With fruitless blossoms, £urly blowing ; 

But bounteously doth still afford 

Rich crops of fruit, in due time growing. 

V. 

So, whereunto this man doth, bend 

His heaven-bless'd hand and cogitation. 

It still succeeds with happy end. 
Beyond his wish or expectation. 
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PSALM VI- 

BY FRANCIS DAVISON. 

Domine ne in furore, &c. 

I. 
LoRD^ while thy jtist rage is biding^ 
Do not, do not fall to chiding^ 

With poor faulty me : 
Nor let me^ while my sins' fuel 
More inflames thy fury cruel^ 

Lord^ corrected be ! 

II. 
But for pity^ pity lend me^ 
Precious balm of health oh send me^ 

Restless^ healthless wight ; 
Sickness, my youth's blossom plucking. 
And my blood and marrow sucking, 

Leaves me strengthless quite. 

III. 
Neither are my pains so bounded. 
But my soul is worse confounded. 

And more deadly ill. 
How long shall I be neglected ? 
How long from thy sight rejected ? 

Still, Jehovah, still ? 
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IV. 

Lord^ serene thine eyes o'erclouded; 
Let my trembling soul be shrouded 

From eternal death : 
Into mirth change thou my passion^ 
Let me yet of thy compassion 

Draw this vital breath ! 

V. 

Draw this breath ; for they do never 
Think on thee^ when Death doth sever 

From this too lov'd light ! 
In the silent grave^ who raises 
Voice^ or harp to sound thy praises^ 

Sleeping in De-ath's night ? 

YI. 

I ^vith sighs and sobs am tired^ 
Spending not in sleep desired 

Black night's hours of rest; 
But mine eyes^ my life's juice spending. 
Drown with showers of tears, ne'er ending. 

My oft-tumbled nest. 

VII. 

Grown a stranger to all gladness. 
My face with consuming sadness. 

Withered is, and dried : 
In my youth I am grown aged ; 
My foes, with wrongs ne'er assuaged. 

My head grey have made. 
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VIII* 

But hence^ workers of my evils. 
Men in show, in practice devils. 

Hence, away, depart : 
For the Lord hath heard with pity 
The sigh-broken, tear-steep'd ditty 

Of my vexed 'heart ! 

IX. 

Heard ? yea heard with acceptation 
My most humble deprecation. 

And hath view'd my tears ; 
He heard me, when I complained 
Unto him with heart unfeigned ; 

And hath cheer'd my fears. 

X. 

Oh, my foes, for fear then tremble; 
Blood in your pale cheeks assemble. 

Pale with guiltiness ; 
Turn your coward backs, faint-hearted. 
With deserved shame subverted. 

In all wretchedness. 
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PSALM XIII. 

BY FRANCIS DAVISON. 

Usque quo Domine, &c 

I. 
Lord, how long^ how long wilt thou 
Quite forget, and quite neglect me ? 
How long, with a frowning brow. 
Wilt thou from thy sight reject me ? 

II- 
How long shall I seek a way 
Forth this maze of thoughts perplexed. 
Where my griev'd mind, night and day. 
Is with thinking tired and vexed ? 
How long shall my scornful foe. 
On my fall his greatness placing, 
Build upon my overthrow. 
And be grac'd by my disgracing ? 

in. 
Hear^ oh Lord and Grod, my cries ; 
Mark my foes* unjust abusing ; 
And illuminate mine eyes. 
Heavenly beams in them infusing : 
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Lest m^rwoes^ too great to bear. 
And too infinite to number. 
Rock me soon, 'twixt hope and fear. 
Into Death's eternal slumber. 

IV. 

Lest my foes their boasting make. 
Spite of right, on him we trample ; 
And a pride in mischief take, 
Hearten'd by my sad example. 

V. 

As for me, I 'lliride secure 
At thy mercy's sacred anchor : 
And undaunted, will endure 
Fiercest storms of wrong and rancour. 

vi. 
These black clouds will overblow; 
Sunshine shall have his returning ; 
And my grief-dull'd heart, I know. 
Into mirth shall change his mourning. 
Theref(»re I '11 rejoice, and sing • 
Hymns to God, in sacred measure. 
Who to happy pass will bring 
My just hopes, at his good pleasure. 



330 PSALMS. 



PSALM XV. 

BY CHRISTOPIIKR DAVISON. 

Domine, quis habitabit ? 
I. 

LoRD^ in thy Ibouse who shall for ever 'bide ? 
To whom shall rest in sacred mount betide ? 

II. 
Ev'n unto him, that leads a life unstained. 
Doth good, and speaks the truth from heart unfeigned: 

III. 
Who with his tongue deceit hath never used. 
Nor neighbour hurt, nor slander'd, nor accused : 

IV. 

Who, loving good men, is from bad estranged; 
Who keeps his word, though to his loss, unchanged : 

v. 
To usury who hath no money lent ; 
Nor taken bribes against the innocent. 
Who in this course doth constantly persever. 
In holy hill, unmov'd, shall dwell for ever. 
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PSALM XXIII. 



BY FRANCIS DAVISON. 



I. 

Qoi>, who the universe doth hold 

In his fold^ 
Is my shepherd^ kind and heedful ; 
Is my shepherd, and doth keep 

Me^ his sheep. 
Still supplied with all things needful. 

II. 
He feeds me in fields, which been 

Fresh and green. 
Mottled with spring's flow'ry painting. 
Through which creep, with murmuring crooks, 

Chrystal brooks. 
To refresh my spirits fEunting. 

III. 
When my soul from Heaven's way 

Went astray. 
With earth's vanities seduced. 
For his name's sake, kindly He, 

Wand'ring me, 
To his holy fold reduced. 
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IV. 

Yea^ though I stray through Death's vale. 

Where his pale 
Shades did on each side enfold me, 
Dreadless, having thee for guide. 

Should I bide ; 
For thy rod and staff uphold me. 

V. 

Thou my board with messes large 

Dost surcharge ; 
My bowls full of wine thou pourest ; 
And before mine enemies' 

Envious eyes. 
Balm upon my head thou showerest. 

VI. 

Neither dures thy bounteous grace 

For a space; 
But it knows nor bound nor measure : 
So my days to my life's end 

I shall spend 
In thy courts with heaVzdy pleasure. 
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PSALM XXIII. 

(aliter.J 
BY FRANCIS DAVISON. 

I. 

Great Jehovah deigns^ 

With a shepherd's pains^ 

Carefully to keep 

Me, his silly sheep ; 
And if he do tend me^ 
How can vtrant offend me ? 
II. 

He a-feeding leads 

Me^ through flow'ry meads^ 

Where a silver springs 

Gently murmuring^ 

Doth refresh mine anguish^ 
When with thirst I languish. 
III. 

WHben I roamed in 

Blind by-paths of sin^ 

My good Shepherd then 

Brought me back again^ 
For his name's sa]ce solely^ 
To his sheepfold holy. 
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IV. 

, Yea, through Death's sad vale. 
Full of shadows pale. 
If my walk should lie ; 
So my guide were by. 

Horror should not fray me, 
Death should not dismay me 
For my guide, my Grod, 
Thy sheep-hook and rod. 
Do my falling stay. 
And direct my way. 

V. 

Thou dost charge my table 
With meats delectable ; 
Thou a balmy shower 
On my head dost pour ; 
Thou my cup dost fill 
With pure nectar still : 
While such as envy it, 
Eat their hearts to spy it. 

VI. 

Nor shall I, I know, 
E'er this bliss forego ; 
For, oh Lord, I find 
Thee so good, so kind. 

Thy love so well grounded. 
Thy grace so unbounded. 
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As I shall always 
Spend my mortal days^ 
Tasting joys divine 
In this House of thine; 

Heaven's true joys attending. 

Free from change, or ending. 



PSALM XXIII. 

BY FRANCIS DAVISON. 

To St. Bernard's, «' Cur mundus militat," &c. 

I. 
The Lord my pastor is ; he tends me heedfully; 
He still supplies my wants with all things needfully. 

II. 
In fields he pastures me, clad with amenity ; 
Through which a silver brook slid^h with lenity. 

III. 
Through bushy labyrinths roaming auda^eiously. 
Beady to lose myself, my Shepherd graciously. 
For his name's glory's sake eftsoons reduced me 
Unto his holy fold, whence sin seduced me. 
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IV. 

Yea^ through Death's vallies^ a fnghtfal obscurity^ 
If I should walk^ I should walk in security. 
If thou dost guard me ; for in tribulation 
Thy rod and sheep-hook are my consolation. 

V. 

Before mine enemies^ enviously vicious. 

Thou hast prepared my board, with meats delicious ; 

With sweetly-smelling balms my head thou drowned 

hast. 
With sweetly-tasting wine my bowls thou crowned hast. 

VI. 

Thy love I need not doubt, and thy gratuity 
Shall me accompany to perpetuity : 
So in this House I shall, oh bless'd condition ! 
Of Heaven's endless joys here taste fruition. 



PSALM XXX. 



BY FRANCIS DAVISON. 



I. 

Lord, to thee, while I am living. 

Will I sing hymns of thanksgiving ; 

For thou hast drawn me from a gulph of woes. 

So that my foes 

Do not deride me. 
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11. 
When thine aid. Lord, I implored. 
Then by thee was I restored ; 
My mournful heart with joy thou straight didst fill. 
So that none ill 
Doth now betide me. 

III. 
My soul, grievously distressed. 
And with death well nigh oppressed. 
Prom death's devouring jaws. Lord, thou didst save. 
And from the grave 
My soul deliver. 

IV. 

Oh, all ye that e'er had savour 
Of God's everlasting favour, 
Cmne, come and help me grateful praises sing 

To the world's King, 

And my life's giver. 

V. 

For his anger never lasteth. 
And his favour never wasteth. 
Though sadness be thy guest in sullen night. 
The cheerful light 
Will cheerful make thee. 

VI. 

Lull'd asleep with charming pleasures, 
And base earthly &ding treasures, x 

Rest, peaceful soul, said I, in happy state, 
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No stonns of £Ette 
Shall ever shake* thee. 

TII. 

For Jehovah's grace unbounded 
Hath my greatness surely founded ; 
And hath my state as strongly fortified 

On every side. 

As rocky mountains. 
But away his face God turned 
I was troubled then, and mourned. 

VIII. 

Then thus I pour'd forth prayers and doleful cries. 
With weeping eyes. 
Like wat'ry fountains. 

IX. 

In my blood there is no profit ; 
If I die, what good comes of it ? 
Shall rotten bones, or senseless dust express 
Thy thankfulness. 
And works of wonder ? 

X. 

Oh, then, hear me, prayers forth pouring, 
Drown'd in tears, from moist eyes show'ring ; 
Have mercy. Lord, on me ; my burthen ease. 

If thee it please, 

Which I groan under. 

• wBke,^--mMarginal note to ihe copy m Hoflrl, MSS. 6990. 
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Thus prayed I^ and God soon after 
Changed my mourning into laughter ; 
Mine ashy sackcloth^ mark of mine annoy^ 
To robes of joy 
Eftsoons he turned. 

XII. 

Thcarefore harp and voice, cease never. 
But sing sacred lays for ever 
To great Jehovah, mounted on the skies. 
Who dried mine eyes 
When as I mourned. 



PSALM XLIIL»' 

I. 
I APPEAL, oh God, to thee ; 
Oh, give sentence. Lord, with me. 
And defend my helpless cause 
'€rainst such men as hate thy laws ; 
Oh deliver me from those 
That deceitfully can glozet 

^ No signature in HarL MSS. 6930, bat attriboted to Frandfl 
Davison in Harl .MSS. 3367- 

% 2 
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II. 

For thon art the God of whom 
All my strength and help doth oome ; 
Why, oh why hast thou from thee 
So estrang'd, and parted me ? 
And why doth my patse^ s6 slow 
Me dejected^ heartless^ show^ 
While insulting enemies 
Press'd me with their injuries ? 

III. 
Oh send out thy truth and light 
To instruct and lead me rights 
To conduct me to thy hill 
And thy dwellings holy still. 

IV. 

Then unto thine altar^ I 
With oblations will hie> 
OflTring these to thee, who art 
Joy and gladness to my hearty 
And upon my harp will sing 
Praise to thee, oh God my King \ 

V. 

Oh, my soul, oh why art thou 
So cast down ? so heavy now ? 
And why art thou in my breast 
So disturbed of thy rest ? 
Wait on QtA, be patient. 
And in him be confident;. 



J 
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Yet I will remain the same^ 
To give thanks to his great name ; 
For he is my God of might. 
Who my countenance sets right* 



PSALM LXXIII. 

BY FRANCIS DAVISON. 
I. 

Calm thy tempestuous thoughts, my mind ! 
Leave mutinying, and rest secure, ' 
That God, being goodness-self, is kind. 
And kind will still endure. 
To them whose hearts are pure. 

II. 
Without the staff of heavenly grace. 
How prone to fall is feeble man ! 
My feet tript in my heedless race. 
And so to slide began. 
As I could hardly stand. 

III. 
When I saw fools advanced so high. 
As dazzling height did make them mad. 
And grieving saw with envious eye. 
That they who were most bad. 
Most happy fortunes had. 
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For their lives-thread so well is spun. 
And with good fortunes s6 well wound. 
As life's and fortune's web doth run 
From end to end so sounds 
As knot^ nor brack is found. 

V. 

Prom sweating toil^ and eating care. 
The wreck of body^ rack of mind. 
Of other mortals^ free they are ; 

A privilege they find. 

Of woe, to taste no kind. 



PSALM LXXIX. 

BY FRANCIS DAVISON. 

« 

I. 

Oh Gk)D, into thine once dear heritage 

The heathen have broke, and there their barbarous rage 

Have executed. 
Rude heaps th' have made great Salem's frame : 
The sacred temple of thy glorious name 

They have polluted. 

II. 
To ravenous fowls and savage beasts to eat. 
Those men, most inhumane have throtim for meat. 

Meat execrable. 
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The reverend bodies of thy seryants dead^ 
And mangled saints^ in numbers bntchored 

Innumerable. 

III. 
Their swords^ whose thirst cannot be quench'd with 

bloody 
So much have shed^ that many a crimson flood 

Flows through the city : 
And to give turfy tombs unto the slain. 
Our friends for fear, our foes for spite refirain. 

Devoid of pity. 

IV. 

Our neighbours, who behold, with envious eyes 
Our happiness, now in our miseries 

Triumph, and flout us ; 
And on our burthen of heart-breaking woes, 
The heavy weight of scorn is laid, by those 

That dwell about us. 

V. 

Lord, shall no time give limits to thine ire ? 
Shall thy fierce rage, like all-devouring fire. 

Still bum, enraged ? 
Can streams of blood ? Can our eyes' briny show'rs ? 
Can low-laid ruins of our lofty tow'rs 

No whit assuage it ? 

VI. 

Lord, let the heathen of thy cup of wrath. 
Whereof too deeply Sion tasted hath> 
Now drink like measure ; . 
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Those impious men-beasts^ that did nerer cat! 
On thy great name for grace ; nor fear at all 

Thy just displeasure. 

VII. 

Let us now end our doleful tn^edy^ 

Let them act scenes^ while we spectators be. 

Like lamentable^ 
Them^ them that ruin'd Judah^ Judah late 
So rich^ so peopled^ now so desolate^ 

So miserable. 

VIII. 

The roll of all our now repented crimes^ 
Raze out of thy records : haste^ haste betimes. 

Oh haste to aid us ; 
Uphold us by thy grace^ else down we go. 
So huge a weight of misery and woe 

Hath over-laid us. 

IX. 

Help us^ oh God of help^ though we deserve 
Much worse, yet for thy glory, us preserve 
* From these oppressions ; 

Cure our sin-wounded souls with balm of grace. 
For thy name's-sake, and utterly deface 
All our transgressions. 

X. 

Why should these scorning pride-stuft infidels. 
Ask where 's their God, their Grod, that all Gods else 
Is fsir surmounting. 
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Revenge^ revenge thy servants' deaths^ that we 
May for their bloody these bloody monsters see • 
Call'd to accounting. 

XI. 

Lord^ hear the captives* heaven-tearing cries> 
And quickly from their heavy miseries 

And chains^ discharge them. 
To their condemned mates^ like grace afford^ 
Whose throats each hour expect the hangman's sword^. 

And soon enlarge them. 

XII. 

As for our neighbours^ most unneighbour-like^ 
Who, to thy shame, oh Lord, our shame did seek. 

And endless trouble. 
In their sin-harden'd bosom all the shame. 
Wherewith they sought to black thy glorious name. 

Seven times redouble. 

XIII. 

So we thy chosen people, we thy sheep. 
Whom thou from wolvish foes dost safely keep. 

Though often straying, * 

Deserved thanks will give to thy great name. 
To all the earth, and ages all, thy fame** 

And praise displaying. 

* '' To all the earth, and air, all thy fame," 

in the Lee Priory edition^ but corrected in the text from the 
manuscript before cited. 



- I 



346 PSALMS. 



PSALM LXXXVI, 

BY FRANCIS DAVISON. 
I. 

To mine humble supplication^ 
Lord^ give ear^ and acceptation : 
Hear me now^ so weak^ so poor^ 
That^ ah ! I can bear no more. 

II. 
Save my soul which thou didst cherish 
Until now ; now* like to perish ; 
Save thy servant^ that hath none 
Help^ nor hope^ but thee alone. 

III. 
After thy sweet wonted fashion^ 
Shower down mercy> and compassion 
On me, sinful wretch^ that cry 
Unto thee uncessantly. 

IV. 

Send^ oh send relieving gladness 
To my soul^ opprest with sadness ; 
Which from clog of earthy set firee, 
Wing'd with zeal flies up to thee. 
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V. 

To thee^ rich in mercy's treasure^ 
Alad in goodness without measure^ 
Never-failing help to those 
Who on thy sure help repose. 

VI. 

Let thine ears, which long have tarried. 
Barred up, be now unbarred. 
That my cries may entrance gain. 
And being enter'd, grace obtain. 

VII. 

As I have, so will I ever. 
In my stormy times persever 
Unto thee, to pray, and cry. 
For thou hear'st me instantly. 

VIII. 

No Grod else is comparable 
Unto thee; none else is able 
Once to counterfeit but one 
Of the works which thou hast done. 

IX. 

Nations all, thy hands did fashion ; 
And of this round globe, each nation 
With bow'd knees shall come before 
Thee, and thy great name adore. 

X. 

For thou, darter of dread thunders, 
Thou art great, and workest wonders : 
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Other gods are wood and stone. 
Thou the living God alone. 

XI. 

Heavenly tutor, of thy kindness 
Teach my dulness, guide my blindness. 
That my steps thy paths may tread. 
Which to endless bliss do lead. 
In knots, to be loosed never. 
Knit my heart to thee for ever. 
That I, to thy name may bear 
Fearful love, and loving fear. 

XII. 

Lord, my God, thou shalt be praised. 
With my heart to Heaven raised. 
And whilst I have breath to live. 
Thanks to thee my breath shall give. 

XIII. 

For when justice I deserved. 
Thy sweet mercy me preserved. 
Rescuing me from death's sharp claW8> 
And the grave's all-swallowing jaws. 

XIV. 

Mighty men, with malice endless. 
Band against me, helpless, friendless; 
Using, without fear of thee. 
Force and fraud to ruin me. 

XV. 

But thy might, their malice passes. 
And thy grace, thy might surpasses : 
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Swift to mercy, sloW to wrath, 
Botmd, nor end, thy goodness hath. 

XVI. 

Thy kind look no more deny me. 
But with eyes of mercy eye me ; 
Oh give me, thy slave, at length 
Easing aid, or bearing strength. 

XVII. 

And some gracious token show me. 
That my foes, that watch t' o'erthrow me. 
May be sham'd, and vex'd to see 
Thee, to helpi and comfort me. 



PSALM CXXIIL* 

I. 

•With misery enclos'd. 

By all the world oppos'd. 
To thee I lift mine eye. 
Oh thou, that dwell'st on high ; 

Assur'd that thou wilt hear. 

And me, dejected, cheer. 

* No signature In Harl. MSS. 6930, but attributed to Francis 
Davison in Harl. MSS. 3357. 
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II. 
Lo^ as a servant's eye 
Still looks regardfiilly 
Upon his master's hand^ 
For guess^ more than command; 
And as a handmaid still 
Attends her mistress' will^ 
So we with sorrow freight 
Ne'er sunk, upon thee wait: 
Our hopeful eye and heart, 
Fix'd on thee, never start 
Till thou, for thine own sake. 
Some pity on us take. 

III. 
Oh Lord, we do resort 
To thee, our safest port.: 
With help compassionate ^ 
Our healthless, hopeless state : 
For we, and we alone. 
Are scom'd and trampled on. 

IV. 

Our souls are fill'd with vaunts. 
And with reproachful taunts, 
* From them that wealthy be. 
And hate both us and thee ; 
And with derisions. 
From proud and mighty ones. 
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PSALM CXXV. 

BY CHRISTOPHER DAVISON. 
I. 

Thet that their faith's foundation lay- 
On God the Lord^ unmov'd shall standi 
Like Sion's hill^ which by time's hand 
Can never be brought to decay. 

II. 
As mountains great on every side 
Engirdle fair Jerusalem^ 
So will the Lord be unto them^ 
That pure and upright do abide. 

III. 
For though it sometimes pleaseth Grod 
T' afflict the righteous ; he will not 
Let it be evermore their lot 
To be scourg'd with th* ungodly's rod. 
Lest they should to iniquity 
Their own unguilty hands extend. 

IV. 

Lord^ upon them thy blessings send. 
That love truth in integrity; 
But such as crooked by-paths tread. 
Leaving the straight, to go astray. 
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With wicked men shall go the way^ 
Whose tract shall to destruction lead. 
But happy peace^ joy bringing peace 
And plenty^ shall for ever dwell 
With God's own chosen Israel^ 
Whose joys, I pray, may never cease. 



PSALM CXXVIII.* 

I. 
Howsoe'er the world doth deem thee. 
Or the Grod-less rout esteem thee. 

Thou secure and sure, may'st rest. 

That thou fearing God, art blest. 

II. 
Thou shalt eat and be sustained. 
With thy food thy hand hath gained : 

Oh then happy shalt thou be. 

And it shall go well with thee. 

III. 
Thy kind wife, a chaste life leading, * 

Shall be like a fair vine spreading 

On thy house's southward wall. 

Fraught with fruit celestial ; 

* No signature in HarL MSS. 6930, but attributed to Francis 
Davison in HarL MSS. 3367. 



PSALMS. 358 

And about thy heav'n stor'd table. 
Shall thy children amiable. 

Stand like olive-plants around. 

Fat and green in thriving ground. 

IV. 

Thus, behold, the Lord hath spoke it. 
He, who never will revoke it. 

Shall the man be blessed still. 

That fears God, and doth his will. 

V. 

God shall bless thee out of Sion, 
And thou still shalt feast thine eye on 

Salem's joy, and Salem's wealth, 

Salem's good and saving health. 

VI. 

Thou shalt view, and joy in viewing 
Thy sons' sons thy name renewing, 

Apd calm peace to rest and dwell 

Still on God's own Israel. 



PSALM CXXX. 

BY PBANCIS DAVISON, 
I. 

From deep gulphs of misfortune, 
Cerwhelm'd with miseries. 
Lord, I thine aid importune 
With never-ceasing cries. 

2 A 
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II. 

Oh hear my lamentation. 
Oh view my restless tears. 
And to my supplication 
Bow down attentive ears. 

III. 
My manifold abuses 
If thou behold in ire. 
Lord, I have no excuses 
To 'scape eternal fire. 

IV. 

But since with true contrition. 
My sins I wail and blame. 
Lord, save me from perdition. 
To fear and praise thy name. 

Lord, thou art all my comfort. 
My soul's sure prop and shield ; 
My hopes in my discomfort. 
Still on thy word I build. 

VI. 

My soul base earth despising. 
More longs with Grod to be. 
Than rosy morning's rising 
Tir'd watchmen watch to see. 

VII. 

Lay thy hope's sure foundation 
On God, oh Israel; 
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On Ood^ in whom salvation 
And boundless mercy dwell. 

VIII. 

The leprous spots that stain thee^ 
He then will purify ; 
Sin's fetters that enchain thee^ 
He gently will untie. 



PSALM CXXXI. 



BT FRANCIS DAVISON. 



Oh Lord^ my mind^ puffed up with pride. 
No vast designs hath e'er affected ; 
Mine eyes have no great man envied^ 
Nor poor men scornfully neglected. 
My wary actions ne'er have stray'd 
Beyond the bounds of my condition ; 
I have no plots^ nor projects laid. 
That tend t' aspiring, or ambition. 

2 a2 
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II. 
But as an infant late divorc'd 
By wonnwood from his milky diet^ 
Looks on the teat^ but yet is fbrc'd 
By mother's awe, to keep in quiet : 
Such pow'r thine awe on me hath got. 
It hath my childish thoughts restrained ; 
I greatness view^ but wish it not. 
And from ambition's breast am weaned. 

III. 
Oh, Israel, tread thy humble path, 
God's pleasure meekly shall attend you ; 
So shall you find, as me he hath. 
In innocence he '11 still defend you. 



PSALM CXXXII. 

BT FRANCIS DAVISON. 
L 

What is so sweet, so amiable. 
As brothers' love unfeign'd ? 
Whose hearts in bands inviolable 
Of concord are enchain'd } 
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II. 

It's like unto that precious ointment^ 

Whose odour far did spread^ 

Us'd to embalm^ by God's appointment^ 

The high priest, Aaron's head : 

Whence, in a fragrant shower descending. 

It dew'd his beard and face. 

Then to his robes, his sweetness lending. 

About his skirts did trace. 

III. 
Or to the dew wherewith grey morning 
Empearls Mount Hermon's head. 
His greens with peckled flowers adorning. 
Artlessly diap'red. 

From Hermon to Mount Sion pouring 
His fertile rivulets. 
And all engreening and enflowering 
Those pleasant mountainets. 

IV. 

Where this love-knot remains unbroken, 
Qod, heaps of bliss doth send ; 
Yea« heavenly bliss it doth betoken. 
Exempt from change, or end. 



i 
i 
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PSALM CXXXVII. 

BT FRANCIS DAVISON. 
I. 

By Euphrates* flowery side 

We did bide. 
From dear Judah hr absented. 
Tearing th' air with mournfiil cries. 

And our eyes 
With their streams the stream augmented 
When poor Sion's doleful state. 

Desolate, 
Sacked, burned, and enthralled. 
And thy temple spoil'd, which we 

Ne'er should see. 
To our mirthless minds we called. 

II. 
Our mute harps, untun'd, unstrung 

Upwehung 
On green willows near beside us. 

III. 
When we sitting so forlorui 

Thus in scorn 
Our proud spoilers 'gan deride us : 
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Come^ sad captives^ leave your groans^ 

And your moans 
Under Sion's ruins bury ; ' 

To your harps^ sing us some lays 

In the praise 
Of your GxkI, and let/s be merry. 

IV. 

Can^ ab ! can we leave our groans^ 

And our moans 
Under Sion's ruins bury ? 
Can we in this land sing lays 

To the praise 
Of our God, and here be merry ? . 

V. 

No, dear Salem, if I fail 

To bewail 
Thine affliction miserable. 
Let my nimble joints become 

Stiff and numb. 
To touch warbling harp unable. 

VI. 

Let my tongue lose singing skill. 

Let it still 
To my parched roof be glued. 
If in either harp, or voice 

I rejoice. 
Till thy joys shall be renewed. 



J 
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VII. 

Lord^ plague Edom's traitorous kind ; 

Bear in mind^ 
In our ruin^ how they revell'd ; 
Kill^ sack^ bum^ they cried out stilly 

Sack, bum, kill, 
Down with all, let all be levell'd. 

VIII. 

And thou, Babel, when the tide 

Of thy pride. 

Now a flowing, falls to turning, 

Victor now, shalt then be thrall. 

And shalt fall 

To as low an ebb of mourning. 

IX. 

Happy man, who shall thee waste. 

As thou hast 
Us, without all mercy, wasted. 
And shall make thee taste and see. 

What by thee. 
We, poor we, have seen and tasted. 
Happy, who thy tender bames 

From the amis 
Of their wailing mothers tearing, 
'Ghdnst the walls shall dash their bones. 

Ruthless stones 
With their brains and blood besmearing. 
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PSALM CXLII. 



BY FRANCIS DAVISON. 
I. 

With sobbing voice, with drowned eyes. 
With joined hands, raised to the skies. 
With humble soul, and bended knee^ 
I cry, oh Lord, I pray to thee. 

II. 
As my dim eyes a briny shower 
Of tears into my bosom pour. 
So I into thy sacred ears 
Pour out my heart, unload my fears. 

III. 
Though dangers, me besieging round. 
My mazed senses quite confound. 
Thou canst give me a thread, whereby 
I from this labyrinth may fly. 
My harmless feet can walk no way. 
But privy snares my foes fore-lay. 

IV. 

And looking round about for aid. 
My friends to know me, are afraid. 
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No human succour now is left 
To me^ of help and hope bereft : 
My life is sought by many a one^ 
But^ ah ! protected is by none. 

V. 

To thee^ oh Lord^ my cries I send. 
My certain hope, my surest friend : 
I have, in this false world's wide scope. 
None other help, none other hope* 

vr. 
Oh hear my cries, for faint I grow, 
Oppress'd with endless weight of woe. 
Me from my persecutors free. 
Too great, too strong, for poor weak me. 

VII. 

Bring me from out this hell black cave. 
My prison ; nay, my living grave ; 
Whose rocks, and rocky-hearted foes. 
My flight on every side enclose. 
So shall my thankful mouth always 
Pour forth a fountain of thy praise ; 
And this, thine aid, shall teach the just. 
On thee, their rock, to build their trust. 

END OF THE PSALMS. 



THE DIALOGUE 



BETWEEN 



THE SQUIRE, PROTEUS, AMPHITRITE, 

AND THAMESIS. 

(in thb gray's inn masqub, 1594.) 

BY FRANCIS DAVISON. 



The following Dialogue fonned part of the Gesia Gray- 
wum^ or Graff's Inn Mctsqtte^ presented to Queen £Uzabeth in 
1594; and is sdluded to by Francis Davison in a Sonnet addressed 
to his *' first lore.** (See page 110.) It is very imperfectly print- 
ed in Nicholses Progresses^ v, iii. p. 309, ei seq., but the following 
copy has been carefully collated, and several important correc- 
tions introduced from a transcript, very beautifully written, in 
the author^s own hand, in Harl. MS8. 541, f. 138, and which 
it is presumed, has hitherto escaped observation. 

In the Metsque the Dialogue is thus introduce4 : 

" The Speakers. 

An Esquire of the Princess Company, attended by a 
Tartarian Page. 

Proteus the Sea-Grod, attended by two Tritons. 

Thamesis and Amphitrite, who likewise were 
attended by their Sea- Nymphs. 

These five were musicians, which sung on the first coming on 
the stage. 

At the first coming on the stage the Nymphs and Tritons 
sung this Hymn following, in praise of Neptune. 

Of Neptune*s empire let us sing, • 

At whose command the waves obey; 
To whom rivers tribute pay, 
Down the high mountains sliding : 
To whom the scaly nation yields 
Homage for their chrystal fields. 
Wherein they dweU : 

And every Sea-Grod pays a gem. 
Yearly out of his wat'ry cell. 

To deck great Neptune's diadem. 
The Tritons dancing in a ring. 
Before his palace-gates, do xnake 
The water with their trumpets quake, 
Like the great thunder sounding : 

The S€»a-Nymphs chaunt their accents shrill. 
And the Syrens taught to kill 
With their sweet voice. 

Make ev'ry echoing voice reply, 
Unto their gentle mourning noise. 
In praise of Neptune's Empiry. 

Which being ended, the Speakers made their Speeches in order 

as followeth:" 
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ESQUIRE. 

Proteus^ it seems you lead a merry life ; 
Your music follows you where'er you go. 
I thougHt you sea-gods, as in your abode. 
So in your nature^ had not been unlike 
To fishes ; who^ as say philosophers^ 
Have so small sense of music's sweet delight^ 
As 'tis a doubtj not fully yet resolv'd, 
Whether of hearing they have sense or no. 

PROTEUS. 

'Twas great discourse of reason^ to regard 
The dreaming guess of a philosopher^ 
That never held his idle buzzing head 
Under the water half an hour's space^ 
More than that famous old received history 
Of good Arion^ by a dolphin saved. 

ESQUIRE. 

Well, let that pass^ and to the purpose now : 
I thought that you, that are a demi-god. 
Would not have fail'd my expectation thus. 

PROTEUS. 

Why so, £ur 'Squire ? Is not my promise kept, 
And duly the appointed time observ'd ? 



^ 
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BSQUISB. 

Yes ; and 'tis that in which I rest deoeiY*d : 
I rather deem*d> and not without good canse^ 
That those still floating r^ons where yon hide. 
And th' ever changing nature that you have. 
Nought else but breach of promise, promised. 

PROTEUS. 

'Twere strange if that my word, which credit keeps. 
In future things, and hidden secrecies. 
Should fondly fail in keeping promise made : 
Fondly indeed, when 'tis for my avail. 
Here are the rocks ; your person, or your prize. 
But tell me^ 'Squire, where 's th' appointed place. 
In which we shall these vaunted wonders see } 

ESQUIRE. 

Well may you wonders term them, Proteus ; | 

For these are wonders that pass human wit: ' 

These shall surpass thy wit, though half divine. ^ 
This is the place, where all those promises, * 
Agreed upon betwixt the Prince and you. 
Shall be perform'd ; and shall be so perform'd. 
So fax beyond your doubting expectation. 
So far beyond his modest declaration. 
And you will say. Thrice happy Proteus ! j 

Whose ears unblessed were to bless mine eyes. 

^ In the copy in Nichols* a Progresses, the following line is, 
'' But, for to put yoa out of further doubt." 
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AMPHITRITB. 

Your fair set speeches make us two amazed. 
But tell us^ 'Squire^ what be those promises^ 
And those agreed covenants ? And whereon 
Did they arise 'twixt Proteus and your Prince ? 

ESQUIRE. 

Fair Amphitrite^ I will tell you all. 
After the victory at Astracan 
Had made an^d of the Tartarian war^ 
And quite dispers'd our vanquish'd enemies 
Unto their hordes^ and huge vast wilderness ; 
Our noble Prince^ and his courageous Knights^ 
(Whose untried valour^ in the battle fought^ 
Was rather warm'd than fully exercis'd^) 
Finding no enterprise that did deserve 
Th' employment of their brave united force, 
After assignment of a day and place^ 
Where both himself and all his Knights should meet, 
Dispersed themselves into many sundry quests. 
To seek adventures as they should befal. 
The Prince himself, who only was attended 
By me his 'Squire, had many strange exploits ; 
Which, since they shortly shall be put in print, 
Join'd with Prince Arthur's famous chronicle, 
I shall not now need to repeat at large. 
Amongst the rest, when as the time approach'd. 
That, as it was assigned, we should all meet. 
It thus fell out : the Prince, one sun-shine day. 
Resting himself within a goodly tuft 
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Of tall straight fir-trees that adom'd the shore^ 
Reading a letter^ lately sent unto him 
From one of his brave Knights^ that did import 
How he^ in token of his duteous love^ 
And for a trophy of his victories. 
Had lately sent him a commodity 
Of pigmies, taken in his private quest. 
Resting and reading ; suddenly he spied 
Of porpoises a great unusual flock, ^ 
Playing and skipping on the calmed waves. 
Drawn with this sight still nearer unto the shore. 
Mounting a little cliff, he soon discerned 
A cave, whose frame seem*d more than natural ; 
And viewing near with wary heedful eyes. 
At length he spied this flsheard there asleep ; 
Whom, by his heard and haviour, he suspected 
To be this Proteus ; as it was indeed. 
Our Prince straight, ready at his Fortune's call. 
With easy stealing steps drew near to him ; 
. And, being near, with great agility 
Seized suddenly upon this demi<-god» 
He, thus surprised, resorted presently 
To his familiar arts and turning tricks. 
My Lord, like to a skilful falconer. 
Continued still to keep his fasten'd hold. 

THAMESIS. 

The story of those oft-transformed shapes 
I long to hear from you, that present were. 
And an eye-witness of that strange conflict. 
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ESQUIBB. 

And shall, fair Thamesis. Know then^ that Proteus, 

. Viewing the gallant shape and budding youth 

Of my brave Lord, the form that first he took. 
Was of a goodly Lady, passing fair; 
Hoping, belike, that whilst he used respect 
Due to her matchless beauty, and her sex. 
Himself being now unloosM, might slide away; 

^ But, finding him, that knew his wily shifts^ 

Embrace him straighter in that feigned shape. 
Next, to a Serpent he transformed himself. 
With fiery eyes, and dreadful blackish scales^ 
And three-fork'd hissing tongue, that might affright 

1 Th' undaunted master of dread Cerberus;* 

Wherewith the Prince, rather enrag'd than fear'd. 

Made him betake him to another form ; 

Which was, a sumptuous Casket, richly wrought, 

Whereout, when it open'd, many diamonds. 

And rubies of inestimable worth. 

Seemed by chance to drop into the sea. 

This working nought but scorn and high disdain. 

He lastly shewed him a sad spectacle. 

Which was, the worthiest of his valiant Knights, 

And best beloved of my Lord the Prince, 

I Mangled and pierc'd with many a grissly wound, 

« In the copy in Niohola*8 Progresses the following line is, 
" Prowing with doable strength his scaled crest.*' 

2 B 
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Welt'ring his valiant limbs in purple gore^ 

Gh»ping^ and closing their faint dying eyes. 

This with the Prince^ now us'd to his delusions^ 

Prevail'd no more than did the rest before. 

When Proteus then had changed his changing weed. 

And fix'd himself in his own wonted shape, 

Seeing no other means could aught prevail, 

He ransom proffer'd for his liberty. 

And first of all he offered to aread 

To him and all his Knights their fortune's spelL 

But when my Lord replied that that was fit 

For unresolved cowards to obtain. 

And how his fortune's often changing play. 

Would lose the pleasure and his chief delight. 

If the catastrophe should be foreknown : 

Then offer'd he huge treasures, ladies* loves, 

Hpnour and fame, and famous victories. 

My Lord made answer, ^' That he never would 

Offer his honour so great wrong, to take. 

By gift or magic/ without sweat or pain. 

Labour or danger. Virtue's truest prize. 

That which by mortal hand might be achieved ; 

And therefore willed him, as a demi«god. 

To offer somewhat that might be above 

The lowly compass of a human power.'' 

When Proteus saw the Prince could make his match, 

Hetold him then, that under th' Arctic Pole 

The Adamantine Rock> the sea's true star. 
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Was situate ; which, by his power divine. 

He, for his ransom, would remove, and plant 

Whereas he should appoint : assuring him. 

That the wide empire of the ocean 

(If his foretelling spirit fail'd him not) 

Should follow that, where'er it should be set. 

But then again, he added this condition. 

Which, as he thought,' would no way be performed ; 

That first the Prince should bring him to a power. 

Which in attractive virtue should surpass 

The wondrous force of this ir'n-drawing rock. 

My Lord, that knew himself as well assured. 

As Proteus thought his own match surely made. 

Easily yielded to his covenant ; 

And promis'd further, on his princely word. 

That he himself, and seven of his Knights, 

Would enter hostages into his rock. 

When *t should be brought to the appointed place 

Till this great covenant should be perform'd. 

Which now rests to be done. Now, Proteus, 

Since, 'tis a question of comparison. 

Blazon you forth the virtue of your rock. 

PBOTBUS. 

What needeth words, where great eflPects proclaim 
Th' attractive virtue' of th' Adamantine Rock, 
Which forceth iron, which all things else commands? 
Iron, of metals prince by ancient right ; 
Though factious men in vain conspire to seat 

2 B 2 
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Rebellious Gold in his usurped throne. 

This^ sturdy metal, of such strength and use 

(Disjoin'd by distance of th' whole hemisphere) 

Continually, with trembling aspect. 

True subject-like^ eyes his dread sovereign. 

Thus hath this load-stone, by his powerful touch. 

Made the iron-needle, load-star of the world, 

A Mercury, to point the gainest way 

In wat'ry wilderness, and desert sands ; 

In confidence whereof, the assured mariner 

Doth not importune Jove for sun or stars. 

By this attractive force, was drawn to light. 

From depth of ignorance, that new-found World, ^ 

Whose golden mines iron found and conquered. 

These be the virtues, and extend so far, I 

Which you do take to counterpraise. 

ESQUIRE. 

Proteus, the seas have taught your speech to swell. 
Where work of winds doth wat'ry castles build; 
But calm awhile your over- weening vaunts : 
Prepare belief, and do not use your eyes. 

Excellent Queen, true Adamant of Hearts ; i 

Out of that sacred garland ever green, ' 

Garlands of virtues, beauties, and perfections, | 

That crowns your crown, and dims your fortune's 
beams, ' \ 
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Vouchsafe some branch, some precious flower, or leaf. 
Which, though it wither in my barren verse. 
May yet suffice to pvershade and drown 
The rocks admired of this demi-god. 

Proteus, stout iron-homager of your rockj 
In praise of force, and instrument of wars. 
Hath praise indeed : yet place our praises right ; 
(For force to will, and wars to peace doth yield). 
But that I '11 give you, this I would fain know. 
What can your iron do without arms of men ? 
And arms of men from hearts of men do move : 
The hearts of men, that 's it thence motion springs. 
Lo, Proteus, then, th' attractive Rock of Hearts : 
Hearts, which once truly touched with her beams. 
Inspiring purest zeal and reverence. 
As well unto the person as the power. 
Do straight put off all temper that is false. 
All hollow fear, and schooled flattery. 
Turn Fortune's wheel, they ever keep their course. 
And stand direct upon the loyal line. 

Your rock claims kindred of the Polar Star, 
Because it draws the needle to the North; 
Yet even that star gives place to Cynthia's rays,^ 
Whose drawing virtues governs and directs 
The floats and re-floats of the ocean. 
But C3nithia, praised be your wat'ry reign. 
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Your influence in spirits hath no place. 

This Cjrnthia high doth rule those heavenly tides^ 

Whose sovereign grace^ as it doth wax or wane^ 

Affections so, and fortune's ebb and flow: 

Sometimes their waves applauding on the shore^ 

Sometimes retiring to their narrow deeps^ 

The holy shrines draw pilgrims from all parts^ 

To pass the mountains, seas, and desert sands. 

Unto this living saint have princes high. 

Of foreign lands, made vowed pilgrimage. 

What excellencies are there in this frame 

Of all things, which her virtue doth not draw ? 

The quintessence of wits, the fire of loves. 

The art of fame, metal of courages ; 

And by her virtue long may fixed be 

The wheel of Fortune, and the car of Time. 

In the protection of this mighty rock. 

Have sceptres strain'd, recovered would scope. 

People oppressed have preserved breath 

Under the shadow of this blessed rock ; 

In Britons' land, while tempests beat abroad. 

The lordly and the lowly shepherd both. 

In plenteous peace have fed their happy flocks. 

Upon the force of this inviolate rock. 

The giant-like attempts of Power unjust 

Have suffer'd 'wreck. And, Proteus^ for the seas. 

Whose empire large your praised rock assures. 

Your gift is void, it is already here ; 
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As Russia^ China^ and Magellan's straits 

Can witness bear, weU may your presence be 

Impresa apt thereof; but sure, no cause. 

Fisheard divine, congratulate yourself. 

Your eyes hath won more than your State hath lost ; 

Yield victory, and liberty, and thanks. 

PROTEUS. 

Against the truth, that lands and seas avow. 
It fits not Proteus make a vain reply. 
The shallop may not with tall ships contend. 
Nor windy bubble with a billow strive. 
Nor earthly thing compare with greatest Queen 
That hath or shall a regal sceptre sway. 
Bless'd be that Prince that forc'd me see this grace. 
Which worldly monarchs, and sea-powers adore. 
Take thanks of gift, and liberty of due. 



THE END OF THE DIALOGUE. 



FRAGMENTS OF POEMS, &c. 



BT 



FRANCIS DAVISON. 



The following Sonnet and Fragments of Poems, &c. in the 
autograph of Francis Davisox, exist in two of the Harleian 
Manuscripts, and are inserted in this volume with the view 
of forming a perfect collection of every thing which is known 
to be extant from his pen. 



FRAGMENTS. 



TO SIOK BAKER.* 

Could I mouldy file^ and tune my lines as well 
As thou canst mould and file and tune thy Bell^ 
My Muse should higher tow'r than Latham's Falcon^ 
And make all Falc'ners and Bell-makers baulk on 
This Book ; and thy will wrought both Bell and Varvell, 
And hearing th' one, and viewing th' other, marvell. 
Thence she should mount more high thanvap'rous cloudy 
And ring thy praise in y® vast air more loud 
Than silver bells : so stooping to the ground^ 
At sowse she should dull ignorance confound. 

OR, 

So stooping swift as lead. 
She should at sowse strike ignorance stark dead. ^ 

F. D, 

» Harl. MSS. 347. f. 166, in Francis Davison's own writing. 
^ The last two lines are partly erased, and appear to have been 
added as a variation in the conclusion. 
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la HarL MSS. 347, f. 103, on what appears to have beea part of 
a letter, are written the following Fragments. 

• • • • 

So that I was • • 

Yet could not my heart 

From this faith depart 

One thought removing 

For I knew she did deserve of all true hearts all honour^ 

And should have by right 

All their faith and might 

Bestow'd upon her. 

From her eyes 

Away flies 

All wishes of error. 

They have clear'd 

AU I fear'd 

My only mirror. 

Where I do behold myself and see what state I am in. 

My love I did find 

Was all in her mind ; 

None other came in. 

Across the paper is written, 

. . . hast thou now to do but to run mad with pleasure; 
. • ^ grown a king. 
. . . learn to sing 
. . . leisure. 
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On the otber side are scrawled the following Anagrams on the 
names of his relations or friends. John Davis was probably the 
contributor to the Rhapsody; and Mason and Spelman are 
noticed in the Memoir. 



John Davis. 

I do vanish. 

Thomas Spelman. 

* • « • • • 

lamet. 



John Bois. 
Ibi honos. 



This, however, is erased, as if the 
attempt had failed. 



Jeane Mason. 
Franoes Bois. 



Davis. Jeane Mason. 



Frances Bois. Judas. 

. . .... 

J . . . eis rob. 




I mone. 



Spelman. 



On another slip, but which seems to have belonged to the 
same letter. It probably alludes to the Earl of Es8ex*s return 
from his expedition against Spain in 1597* 

Can I chase but refuse all thought of mournings 

dose 
Now I see thus by me^ my Lord returning, 

If I should not joy when I behold such glory shining, 

Sith her time of stay made me to decay with sorrow 

pining. 
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Then follows, 

Silly birds might seem to laugh at me^ which at day 
. peering. 

With a merry voice. 

Sing and do rejoice 

Themselves with cheering. 

Absence dark. 

Thou dost mark 

No cause but fearing ; 

And like night, 

Turn'st thy sight 

All into hearing. 

• • « • • 

The remamder is torn off. 

On another part of the same paper, the following line occurs 
twice, once in a large, and then in a smaller hand : 

Are those cleere fires. 
Are those cleere fiers. 

Across the paper these fragments are written, part of the first 
being torn off ; and the other is unfinished. 

Joy what • » • » 
Sorrow's • » » » 
And doth • • • • 
To care no • • • • 

If love and service may obtain you. 

Sweet, I will both love and serve you ; t 

But, if nought but gold can gain you. 
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On the back of this paper part of the following address occurs : 

To the Right • • • • 
and fair M^** Je • • • 
in St. Martin's • • • 
of the hand ••••• 

Over are scribbled the words Sweety and lower down, Thomas; 
and these anagrams : 

Frere Jaques Clement. 

C'est Tenfer qui m'a Cree, 
Together with this attempt at an anagram on his own name : 

Francis Davison, 

One Fancy is don. 

On another part, as if the subscription to a letter, 

I am oi&ciaci do manus sapientise. 
Most harty commendations. 

In one comer are the names of his cousins, 

Anthony Shirley, 
Thomas Shirley. 



A CENSURE UPON MACHIAVEL'S 
FLORENTINE HISTORY. 

BY FRANCIS DAVISON.* 

(Imperfect.) 

Commanded to write it by Clemens T, before he 
was Pope^ and written '^ con tutta la. diligenza^ & arte, 
che mi e stata dalla natura & dalla esperienza pres- 
tata^" saitb he^ Epist. Ded. 

Without flattery to the House of Medici, testified 
by himself, Ep, D, and declared in the work, esp^ 
cially in the speeches and orations and discourses, fit- 
ting always the speakers without reservation, &c. 

The subject meaner than Guicciardini's, much 
greater actions succeeding after the death of Lorenzo 
M . and worthy a higher both style and spirit to de- 
scribe them. Ep, D. 

Written with intention (salva la verita) to please 
and satisfy all parties; which yet he scarce hoped for; 
" perche io giudico, (saith he, Ep, D,) che sia una cosa 
impossibile, senza offendere molti, descrivere le cose de' 
tempi suoi." 

• Hari, MSS. 290, f. 203, in hif own hand. 



*. < 
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The four first books are bare^ as containing either the 
state of Italy barely^ or else only the civil dissensions 
of Florence. The other four are fuller^ as mingling 
with the private matters of Florence all the great and 
worthy actions^ both of peace and war^ of all the other 
States and Potentates of Italy. Vide Proemio. 

For the leaders of armies^ the Captains^ and the 
whole Militia of those times^ what opinion he had him- 
self may be seen in divers places of that History. 
1st. Having generally described the state of Italy^ and 
reckoned up all the chief commanders^ he says^ " they 
had reduced war into an art ; temporizing in such sort^ 
* che il piu delle Volte di quelli che faceriano la guerra, 
i'una parte e T altera perdeva;' and after both of the 
Princes and Captains — ' Di questi otiosi Principi e di 
queste vilissime Armi sara ripiena la mia Historia/ 
At the end of the 1st B. and in the beginning of the 
5th B. they had neither wars nor peace ; the Princes 
invading one another^ and the wars being no wars 
but may-games : ^ Nelle quali gli uomini non s' a- 
mazzarano^ le Citta non si vantaggiarano^ I Principati 
non si distruggirano ;' finally such ^ che comindarano 
senza paura^ trattavansi senza pericolo & finivansi 
senza danno ;' such as in the end was the cause of 
drawing in strangers^ and so consequently the hazard- 
ing the servitude of all Italy> and the subjection of the 
best parts to strangers. Their Capt: such as plainly 

2 c 
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declare the misery of these States and Princes^ that de- 
pend upon mercenaries (as by many Ex. is declared^ 
especially of Q. Jone of Naples^ and the Milanesi ; 
the one betrayed by the father^ the other conquered by 
the son, Fr. Sforze,) where the Princes, ' Nd per la 
guerra acquistarano gloria, n^ per la pace quiete.' " 

For excuse he bringeth this, 1. 5. p. 1286. '' Se 
le cose fette da." * 

c Indorsed, in Frands Davison's hand, ^^ Censure of Maochia- 
▼el'i Story of Florenoe. F. D. Imp*fect.'* The last word and 
the initials appear to have been added afterwards. 



ANSWER 

TO MRS. MARY CORNWALLI8 PRETENDED COUNTESS 

OF bath's libel AGAINST THE COUNTESS 

OF CUMBERLAND; 

BEING A DEFENCE OF THE MARRIAGE OF WILLIAM 

BOURCHIER, THIRD EARL OF BATH^ 
WITH ELIZABETH RUSSELL^ DAUGHTER OF FRANCIS 

EARL OF BEDFORD. 

BY FRANCIS DAVISON. 
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The following article came under the £ditor*B observation by 
mere accident. Having a few weeks since again perused, with 
that gratification which its pages cannot fail to impart, the 
HiUory and Antiquities of Hengrave^ his curiosity was excited 
by the aoooont there given by Sir Thomas Kytson of the drcum- 
stanoes attending the pretended marriage of William Bourchier, 
Earl of Bath, with Mary, daughter of Sir Thomas Gomwallis, 
Knt., and he was induced to refer to some papers on the subject 
among the Harleian Manuscripts. His surprise was considera* 
ble on discovering that the principal of them was in the hand- 
writing of Francis Davison, and was indorsed as having been 
written by him in the year 1600. As it was the object to ren- 
der these volumes a perfect collection of every production of that 
writer's pen which is positively known to he extant, this curious 
document was of course transcribed for insertion; nor, it is ccui- 
fidently presumed, will it be deemed void of interest when it is 
observed, on the hypothesis of a literary friend, that our immor- 
tal bard appears to allude to the transaction related by Francis 
Davison in the Merry Wives of Windsor,* Independently of 
this consideration, the illustrations which it presents in one or 
two points, of the maimers of the times, as well as the singu- 
larity of the transaction itself, render it deserving of attention. 

That the subject may be fully understood, a short account of 
the parties involved in the affair seems to be necessary; and for 
the particulars here offered, the writer is wholly indebted either 
to the History of Hengrave^ or to its accomplished author*B per- 
sonal communications. 

Sir Thomas Kytson, the proprietor of Hengrave in the reign 
of Queen Elizabeth, was the son of Sir Thomas Kytson, who 
built that magnificent mansion, by his second wife, Margaret, 
only child of John Donxiington, of Stoke Newington, in Mid- 

* Act I. Scene I. The speeches uttered by Slender, when he 
is asked if he will marry Mrs. Ann Page. 
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dlesex, Esquire. After Sir Thomas's death she married Sir 
Richard Long, Knt. and on his demise, John Bourchier, second 
Earl of Bath, to whom she was third wife. The Earl, by his 
second wife, Eleanor, daughter of George Manners, Lord Roos, 
had an only son, John Bourchier, Ijord Fitz Warine, who died 
in his father's lifetime, leaving by Frances Kytsou (who married, 
secondly, 'William Bamaby, of Great Sexham, in Suffolk) 
daughter of his mother-in-law by her first husband, Sir Thomas 
Kytson, William Bourchier, who in 1660 succeeded his grand- 
father in the earldom of Bath, and was the individual who per- 
formed so conspicuous a part in this extraordinary transaction. 
Sir Thomas Kytson, his unde, married, secondly, Elizabeth, 
daughter of Sir Thomas ComwaUis, of Brome, and sister of the 
Mary ComwaUis so celebrated on this occasion.* In December 
1578, at which time the Earl of Bath must have been at least 
twenty-one or twenty-two years of age, he was, as would appear 
from Davison's statement, seduced^ or, from Sir Thomas Kyt- 
son's narrative, persuaded^ to marry Mary ComwaUis just men- 
tioned. The character of this lady seems to have been extremely 
bad; for, not only does Davison expressly charge her with having 
had a child by Francis SouthweU, but in the trial of the cause 
instituted by her to substantiate her marriage with the Earl, 
she is said to have '' Uved a very incontinent lewd life." The 
truth appears to have been, that, either for this reason, or from 
the Earl's rank and possessions, it was highly desirable that he 
should by some means be induced to marry her; and, from the 
natural weakness of his understanding, or from ^' his youth and 
straight bringing up," in consequence of which he was '^ not so 
experienced in worldly affairs," nor sufficiently ^^ subtle and 
cunning," he seemed an easy victim to the machinations of his 
unde and aunt. Sir Thomas and Lady Kytson, and th^ faniily. 
The affair is of course related by Davison in the most unfa- 

* The connexion between these parties is best shown by the 
table inserted in page 394. 
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▼ounble manner, with respect to the part taken in it hj the 
Kytsons, and it is therefore but fair to give the substance of Sir 
Thomases own narrative. 

He informs us, that the Earl sent for him to Cambridge to 
give bonds for payment of his wardship and living, imd that he 
then told Sir Thomas of several proposals of marriage which had 
been made to him ; to which he replied, that if he came into Suf- 
folk, he thought he could find ^^ some gentlewoman there to his 
Gontentation:" that the Earl came to Hengrave accordingly on 
the 9th of December, when he pressed the Knight very earnestly 
to teU him who it was to whom he had alluded ; and upon pro- 
mise that if the Earl did not like the party, he would not reveal 
it to his mother ^^ before he had broken it to her,** he mentioned 
his wife*s sister, Mary Comwallis, when the Earl objected that 
her father was a devoted adherent of the Roman Catholic 
Church : that some hours after, the Earl came to Sir Thomas 
Kytson, and informed him, that on consideration, his opinion of 
Sir Thomas Comwallis was altered, and that he thought very 
favourably of his daughter, whom he said ^^ he had long known, 
and liked very well :*' that two days afterwards, Thursday the 
11th of December, the Earl, after dinner, told Kytson that his 
^' good will towards the gentlewoman was very much increased,*' 
and asked him if he had spoken to her on his behalf; but hearing 
that he had not, he begged him to do so : that he acquainted her 
with his Lordship's wishes, when she replied that ^^ his love was 
very green, and not knowing how her friends would approve there- 
of, for that time would make in effect no other answer:** that the 
next day the Earl's love had much increased, and he discussed 
with Kytson the best means of acquainting his mother with 
his views : that on the Saturday Mary Comwallis consented to 
his Lordship's suit : that the Earl, fearing his mother's displea- 
sure, persuaded him zealously to encourage the marriage, to 
which, he states, he was prompted by knowing ^^ that the same 
would not be any way a disparagement unto his Lordship, and 
doubting also he might fall into strangers* hands, which would 
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abuse his simplicity for their own gain :*' that the next day, 
which must have been Sunday the 14th of December, after dinner, 
the Earl called Kytson aside, and caused him to send for the 
lady, '^ when, using speeches of great affection," he gave her a 
ring, which she received : that finding things had proceeded 
much more quickly than he expected, Kytson begged him 
either to let the treaty be broken off, or that they should be 
immediately contracted, to which he not only consented, but 
desired that it might be effected that night, which was done; 
and he then requested to be married early the following morn- 
ing, when the ceremony took place, after which ^' they went 
both to bed together:" that the Earl evinced great anxiety that 
nothing which had occurred should be known to his servants, 
fearing it should come to his mother*s ears : that his Lordship 
intended to go the next day to Cambridge; ^^ but being loth to 
depart from his wife," he remained, and on the following morn- 
ing, Tuesday the 16th, he, Kytson, informed Mr. Bamaby, the 
Earl's father-in-law, of what had occurred, who was much an- 
noyed, and asked his Lordship whether he was married or not ; 
to which he answered, ^' that he was married to his own choice, 
which he liked so well, that if it were to do again, it should be 
done :" that finding Bamaby so displeased with the match, the 
Earl was very unwilling to return to Cambridge to his mother, 
and only consented to do so on Kytson's offering to accompany 
him: that on their road his Lordship was so uneasy that he would 
have returned to Hengrave, but for Kytson's entreaties to him 
to proceed : that on his arrival, he announced his marriage and 
approbation of it to the master of his College; and on receiving 
letters from his bride the same day, he shewed them to several 
persons, and expressed his admiration of them : that the next 
morning he sent his wife a ring, promising to return to her 
within two days ; and that, '^ in this form of good liking he 
continued until his mother sent for him into her chamber; who 
then locking the door unto her, used him in such sort, that the 
next day she sent him, secretly, into the west parts." 
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This narrative forms a striking contrast to Dayison's account 
of this mysterious business, though it must be admitted that the 
outlines agree in many particulars, especially as to the manner 
in which Kytson commenced the subject ; the EarPs objections 
to Sir Thomas Cornwallis's religion ; and the times and places 
when the different events occurred. There is also a fact ad- 
mitted by Kytson, which is in some degree at least corroborative 
of Davison^s charge of their having made the poor Earl intoxi- 
cated, for, on every occasion when he displayed ^s amorous feel- 
ings towards the lady, it is stated to have been *•'' after dinner.*'' 
Two opinions can scarcely be formed on the meanness of the 
young Earl's capacity ; and the concluding passage of Kytson's 
statement admits of no other construction than that his Lord- 
ship's mother inflicted a severe corporal chasHsement on her no- 
ble son ! 

In 1580, Mary Comwallis instituted a suit in the Ecclesiastical 
Court against the Earl ; and the personages appointed to decide the 
question were, the Archbishop of York, the Bishops of liondon, 
Lincoln, Salisbury, Coventry and Lichfield, and Rochester; 
Dr. Ooodman, Dean of Westminster; Dr. Toby Mathews, 
Dr. Dale, Master of the Requests, Dr. Lewyn, Dr. Skevington, 
and Dr. Farrant, Doctors of Law : who decided that the mar- 
riage was void. It is to the depositions made on this occasion 
that Davison refers; and there cannot be a question of its 
having been a most nefarious transaction. The Earl of Bath 
afterwards married Elizabeth Russell, daughter of Francis se- 
cond Earl of Bedford ; but Mary Comwallis and her family con- 
tinued to assert that she was legally Countess of Bath until her 
death in 1627, for she is styled by that appellation in a deed 
executed by her sister, Lady Kytson, in 1626 ; and on the tomb 
of Sir Thomas Comwallis, in Brome diurch, there is an impale^ 
i^ent of Bourchier and Comwallis. In common justice to Sir 
Thomas Kytson, who died in June 1601, it should be observed, 
that by his will he bequeathed Mary Comwallis £900, stating, 
that by his '^ means and procurement there was a marriage had 
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and solemnized between her and the JE!arl of Bath, which did 
prove most unfortunate, and to her great hindrance.*' A por- 
trait of this lady is now at Hengrave, from which it appears 
that her personal charms were by no means great. 

Frmn the indorsement on Davison^s narrative, it seems that 
a libel had been circulated against the Countess of Clifford, the 
sister of EUzabeth Russell, wife of the Earl ; and, as he himself 
says, his duty to the house of Bedford prompted him to answer 
it. Whether the '^ Libel ** was printed, has not been ascer- 
tained; but it may be inferred from some parts of the ^' Answer** 
to it, especially from the unfinished state of tbe '^ Second Part,** 
that that document was never published, or indeed completed* 
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ANSWER TO MRS. MARY CORNWALLIS. 



THE INTRODUCTION. 

There came to my hands not long since a Libel^ 
whereof many copies had been spread abroad^ tending 
to prove that Mrs. Mary Cornwallis, daughter to Sir 
Thomas Cornwallis, Knt. was lawfully married to the 
now Earl of Bath twenty-two years past, and therefore 
did justly assume and challenge to herself the title of 
Countess op Bath; and by consequence that the 
Lady Elizabeth Russell, daughter to the late, most 
noble Lord, Francis Earl of Bedford, and now wife to 
the said Earl of Bath, was not, in truth, his lawful 
wife, but an unjust usurper of that name and title, &c. 
And because it did not only toucli the honour of the 
said Earl, his lady, and their issue, and of all that 
noble family whereof she is descended (to which my- 
self am specially obliged, and have always vowed my 
poor duty and service), but also call in question the 
justice of this realm, and honour of those worthy and 
reverend persons that had been employed in hearing 
and determining the said cause : and for that, I have 
had some better means to be particularly informed of 
the truth of the whole course and proceeding thereof 
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tlian many others^ I thought myself bounds as well in 
defence of the honour of the said noble personages 
(whom it specially concerns)^ as for the clearing of the 
truths and satisfying such as are desirous to understand 
the same, briefly to set down^ 

1. How this pretended marriage was made. 

2. How and upon what grounds the same was dis- 
solved, as unlawful and of no validity. 

3. The lawful and direct proceedings of the mar- 
riage between the said Lady Elizabeth Russell and 
the said Earl of Bath. All which the several plaints to 
those unjust surmises, whereby the Libeller endea- 
Youreth to justify the former and improve the latter 
are achieved ; with a Reply to some of his malicious 
slanders. 



THR FIBST PART, CONTAINING THE MANNER ANB 
CIRCUMSTANCES HOW THE PRETENDED MARBIA6B 
WAS MADB BETWEEN THE EABL OF BATH AND 
MB8. MARY CORNWAI/LIS. 

The Earl of Bath being at Sir Thomas Kytson's 
house in Suflblk, called Hengrave, the said Sir Thomas, 
his lady, and Mrs. Mary Cornwallis, the said Lady 
Kytson's sister, and some other, finding the Earl of an 
honest, mild disposition, and^ by reason of his youth 
and straight bringing up, not so experienced in worldly 
affairs^ nor so subtle or cunning, as had been needful to 
encounter their crafty practices^ determined either by 
fair words to win, or by indirect slights (unworthy to 
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he offered by any of their quality^ especially to so 
great a person in a ease of that nature) to draw the 
Earl to the marriage of Mrs. Mary Comwallis. The 
chief motives of which marriage were^ partly a fond 
ambition of the young gentlewoman to ascend to so 
high and undeserved a pitch of honour^ she cared not 
by what means^ nor with how great blemish and ex- 
pense of her own and her friends' honesty and reputa- 
tion ; but principally a hope (together with so great 
advancement) to cover thereby some private faults 
betwixt the said Mrs. Mary and her minion Francis 
Southwell, which, they feared, might publicly appear 
to the world sooner than they did, though they did 
too soon for her own honour, and the credit of her 
hssnij. 

Sir Thomas Kytson first conferred privately about 
the said mahdage with Hindson (the Earl's tutor), 
and offered him £C. to help gain the Earl his pupil; 
and the Lady Kytson also made him the like offer, as 
appeareth by his deposition. 

The Wednesday after the Earl's coming thither. 
Sir Thomas Kytson, as he rode a-hunting with him, 
first brake with the said Earl about a marriage afar 
off, but would by no means nominate the gentlewoman 
till the said Earl had promised on his honour not to re- 
real it to any (specially to his servants and attendants) 
in case he should mislike the party. Having named 
Mrs. Mary Comwallis, and commended both her per- 
son, her family, and her portion, the Earl tasted the 
motion so ill, as he presently left the field, and retired 
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much discontented to Hengrave to his lodgings having 
only replied to Sir Thomas Kytson's demand of the 
cause of his so great dislike, that he knew Sir Thomas 
Cornwallis to be an obstinate papist, and thought Mary 
to be so too ; whereupon the said Sir Thomas Kytson 
desired the Earl to let it go no further. Neither to 
Sir Thomas Kytson only did the Earl shew his dislike^ 
but complained often to John Spring, his servant, (as 
appeareth by his deposition, in which this pretended 
marriage is supposed to be made) : he commanded him 
to provide his horses, meaning, by sudden departure 
without leave-taking, to make an abrupt reply to so 
dishonourable and unpleasing a motion. 

From that Wednesday till the next Sunday, Sir 
Th. Kytson, finding the Earl so adverse, never ite- 
rated the said former motion: neither did the Earl 
during the said time seem any whit to like, affect^ or 
entertain the said Mrs. Mary. 

That Sunday Sir Th. Kytson, his lady, &c. re- 
solving to bring about this pretended marriage by any 
means whatsoever, the poor Earl, under colour of feast- 
ing, dancing, and revelling, was severed from all his 
servants ^and] followers (which were 12 in number). 
Among the rest, not so much as the gent, that waited 
on his cup, but was also removed, and one of Sir Th. 
* Kytson's family appointed to wait thereon, wherein 
(as matters following will manifestly declare) they 
gave him some bad intoxicating confections. After 
supper his Lordship was had to danciiig; and after 
some dancing, before the supposed contract^ he was 
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banqueted with a little confectioned posset^ the virtue 
whereof may appear by this — ^that his grooms (who were 
also made partakers thereof) were so heavily taken 
with sleeps that (what had never happened to them 
before) they awaked not in the morning till they were 
thoroughly called. Of these grooms there is one ^et 
living, that will depose on his oath that it was fiar 
more than a natural or sleepy heaviness^ the like 
whereof he never felt in any sort before or since. 

The Earl^ after this posset, was drawn into a gal- 
lery, where one Atkinson (a priest answerable to such 
a matrimony) was, by Sir Thomas Kytson's procure- 
ment, ready attending to contract the Earl to Mrs. 
Mary. This priest, being not long before, by Sir Th. 
Kytson's presentation, become beneficed, had been a 
bed-staff-maker or joinerj and (to let pass many other 
notorious enormities of his, which appear at large by 
divars good depositions upon record, and his being 
twice committed to the jail) had been publicly perjured 
at NcNTwich, and was generally accounted by all that 
knew him, not to be trusted upon his oath. Yet this 
Atkinson, being otherwise so lewd a fellow^ seeing the 
strange untoward plight of the Earl, and having (as 
it seemed) some remorse to be made the instrument to 
abuse and circumvent so great a person in so high a 
point as the sacred bond of marriage, uttered a speech 
to the Earl, wishing him to he advised what he did: 
the Earl therwhile interrupting Sir Th. K3rtson (his 
intoxicating dmk and posset now beginning to work 
alitor ' his dancing) with these speeches — Oh, Uncle ! 
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the bravest hooks that ever I saw ! and casting abroad 
his arms^ and using such other behaviour^ when he was 
asked whether he would take the said Mary to his 
wife^ as made shew that though his feet stood still, his 
senses were dancing, and that in that case he thought 
of nothing less than of a marriage. Yet then and 
there, and by this lewd priest, and in this strange 
plight of the poor circumvented Earl, was the supposed 
contract made, (as they pretend) as after out they 
went again to dancing. 

That night, when the Earl was brought to bed. Sir 
Th. Kytson kept the keys of his chamber, and order 
was given to all the household (save such as were 
made privy to the matter) to go to bed. 

About two of the clock after midnight, the Earl 
was awaked by Sir Th. Kytson, and brought bare- 
footed and bare-legged out of his chamber. The said 
Sir Th. brought the ^^arl's doublet and hose after him; 
the Lady Kytson, pitying his sorry plight, lent him her 
slippers ; and Henry Huggin (who was one of the wit- 
nesses at the said marriage) lent him his hat with a 
white feather; and in this manner the Earl was led to 
a chapel in the house, where the said bed- staff-maker, 
Atkinson, was ready to marry him. His Lordship being 
so heavy., and possessed with such a strange trance-like 
drowsiness, that (as one produced by Mrs. Mary Com- 
wallis as a vidtness at the supposed marriage, yet alive 
in Ireland, affirmeth on oath) they were fain to lift up 
his hand and to shake him when the words of binding 
were spoken. And the said Earl himself^ (whose tes- 
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timony^ though la his own case^ is less to be touched 
than either Mrs. Mary's or any other brought by her 
against him) deposeth upon his oath and honour^ that 
he never at that time heard any such matrimonial 
tyall pronounced. 

This pageant ended^ the Lady Kytson provided a 
new lodging for the said married couple^ where the Earl 
was put to bed to Mrs. Mary, and before Jay conveyed 
back from thence to his own chamber. 

The next day, being Monday, the Earl rode forth 
a-hunting, and returning^ lodged without Mrs. Mary 
(as appeareth by depositions upon record) ; and the 
next day after went back to Cambridge^ never after 
returning to Mrs. Mary, and protesting against the 
former cunning and wicked practices. 

This is the plain and true narration of the whole 
proceeding in the said pretended marriage^ as it ap' 
peareth from point to point upon record, by the depo- 
sitions and confessions of divers that were present 
thereat^ of which the most part were produced by Mrs. 
Mary Cornwallis herself. 

Now whereas the Libeller, in confirmation of the 
said pretended mamage, allegeth,* 

1. The EarFs earnestness in wooing, even to the 
shedding of tears^ finding her affection so slow-paced. 

2. His supposed speech to his father-in-law, and 

* It oiigioAUy stood, '^ An Answer to three points in the 
Libel which concern this I. Part." The alteration, though in 
Davison's hand, was evidently made long afterwards in a dif> 
ijerent ink. 

2 D 
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to Dr. Legge and Dr. Swafle^ witnessing with mocli 
contentment the said pretended marriage. 

3. His discreet secrecy in keeping the marriage 
from his servants till it was finished^ implying great 
affection and no distemper. 

To the firsts I answer that^ to men of sense and 
judgment^ there is no likelihood that the Earl that 
was at the same time in treaty with the Earl of Bed- 
ford for the now Countess his wife; that never had 
fancied Mrs. Mary^ either for marriage or otherwise; 
that was so highly offended with his uncle Sir Th. 
Kytson for the mere motion (as appears above) ; that 
would in a discontented rage have ridden away the 
same mornings should now so sudden have the weather- 
cock of his affection turned^ and upon so short warning 
grow so earnest in his desires: since love^ especially 
for so constant an end as marriage^ is not a plant of 
six hours' growth^ nor leapeth not immediately from 
great mislike to so ardent affection without due cir- 
cumstances. But those tears (if any were) were some 
heat-drops of the misty vaporous cloud engendered 
in his head by the bad confections given him^ which 
brake forth more violently afterwards, as hath already 
been said. How slow-paced Mrs. Mary's affection was 
to the Earl's supposed wooing, I know not ; but the 
world knows that her love hath gone a false gallop or 
hackney pace with Francis Southwell both before and 
since^ as by the deep imprinted footsteps thereof doth 
yet plainly appear. 
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To the second,* it appeareth not upon record, but 
by the libellous affirmation. But this is authentically 
upon record, that the Monday* at dinner, the Lady 
. Kytson drinking to her husband, and all the married 
men pj-esent putting off their caps, after the manner, 
the Earl only kept his on, saying, ^that if he were 
married he would put his off too.' 

His like speeches to Dr. Legge and Dr. Swaile, at 
bis Lordifhip's coming to Cambridge, were rather testi- 
monies of his disdain of the wrong offered him, than of 
bis supposed joy (as the Libeller affirmeth) ; and so (as 
it should seem) they wer^ taken by the Delegates; to 
which sentence of those reverend judges these two 
Doctors do give their absolute assent and approbation, 
as a matter most sound in itself. 

To the third. His servants were then cunningly 
sequestered from him, and before time he had com- 
plained of the motion to Spring, his man, ut supra. 
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V, 



About a year after this abuse offered to the Earl, 
Mtaj Cornwallis, &c.t 



* In the margin, with a' reference to this part, Davison wrote 
Quere» 

-f Added afterwards in another ink, though in Davison's au- 
tograph. This Part, which it appears was to contain an aooount 
of the judicial proceedings adopted on the subject, is left unft* 
nished ; probably from Davison not being then possessed of th« 
necessary documents. 

2 D 2 
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THE THIRD PART, CONTAINING THE LAWFUL AND 
DIRECT PROCEEDING OF THE MARRIAGE BETWEEN 
THE LADY ELIZABETH RUSSELL AND THE SAID 
EARL OF BATH. 

The Earl of Bath being thus judicially, by the de- 
finitive sentence of a court, not liable to any appeal, 
absolutely quitted and dismissed from the foresaid pre- 
tended abusive marriage ^vith Mrs. Mary Comwallis, 
and at his own free choice to marry where he thought 
good, the said Earl and his friends returned to their 
former treaty with the Lord Francis Earl of Bedford, 
for the marriage of his daughter, the Lady Elizabeth, 
now Countess of Bath. 

The Earl of Bedford being (as the world knows) a 
man of singular both wisdom and piety, deferred his 
full consent to the said marriage of his daughter till 
his Lordship was no less fully satisfied in conscience 
touching the said marriage, than he and all men be- 
sides were in law, by the sentence of the Court of De- 
legates. 

Having demanded the faithful counsel of many 
grave and reverend divines and lawyers, and among 
divers others, of Dr. Wotton, Bishop of Exeter, Dr. 
Townsend, Mr. Nowell, yet Dean of Paul's, Dr. Ham- 
mond, and Mr. Vaughan,'and being by all of them ab- 
solutely and without contradiction fully satisfied and 
resolved, both of the nullity of the former abusive mar- 
riage, and of the apparent lawfulness of the latter, and 
that without any scruple of conscience in theology, or 
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doubtfulness in law, he migHt (if he thought good) 
give his said daughter to the foresaid Earl of Bath as 
his only true and lawful wife : the Earl of Bedford, re- 
jecting all other suitors to his said daughter (among 
which were divers very honourable and worthy person* 
ages), gave his full and free consent and allowance to 
the foresaid marriage of his daughter to the Earl of 
Bath. 

There passed at the least sixteen months between 
the above-named sentence of the Judges Delegates and 
the marriage of the said Earl of Bath to the Lady Eli- 
zabeth Russell ; for the sentence was given the 28th 
of April, 1681, and the said marriage was not cele- 
brated till September,* in the year 1582. Yet neither 
during all this time, nor while the banns between the 
said noble persons were publicly asked, nor yet at the 
performing of the foresaid marriage (which was cele- 
brated with all honourable and circumstantial rites and 
ceremonies in the Cathedral Church of 
so as thence could no ignorance thereof be pretended), 
did Mrs. Mary Comwallis, or any of her friends, put in 
any claim, exception, or contradiction, either to the 
said sentence of the Delegates, or to this second and 
only lawful marriage of the said Earl; which in all 
reason and probability she would have done if she ha<r' 
bad any that were justifiable. 

The Lady Elizabeth Russell being thus publicly 



* The month was omitted in the MS. but was afterwards 
.filled up in pendl-mask^ and apparently by Francis Davison. 
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and lawfully married to the foresaid Earl^ and aocord" 
ing to custom^ by the approbation and leave of her 
sacred Majesty, to take her place as Countess of Bath, 
her Highness having conferred with the Lord Arch- 
bishop of Canterbury, upon his Grace's and other due 
informations, gave the Kiid lady the place, style, and 
dignity, &c. of Countess of Bath ; which among all the 
noble ladies of England (without any contradiction) 
both she and her children have ever since duly and 
justly retained. 

By this which hath been formerly said, I leave it 
to the mature judgment of any reader that is not ex- 
ceeding partial, factious, and prejudicate, whether of 
the two is the true and lawful wife of the foresaid 
Earl, and consequently the right and only Countess of 
Bath, (for two there cannot be by the same title, no 
more than two suns in the firmament, or two kings in 
the kingdom) — Mary Cornwallis, that without any 
liking or affection preceding ; that without the consent 
or privity of parents on either side (as the Libeller 
himself confesseth) ; that by such tricks and devices as 
(how mildly soever this discourse qualify matters) in 
mean persons would be termed plain cunny-catch- 
ing and cross-biting ; that, by so lewd a priest as At- 
kinson, at so undue an hour, in a private gallery, in so 
small and partial a presence, was obtruded upon an 
Earl, intoxicate with their potions, sequestered from 
his attendants, and for the time bereft both of his sense 
and of himself; that, for a supposed consummation, 
was not two hours in the said Earl's bed, and that so 
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far from his witting and knowledge^ as lie offered^ at his 
first perceiving it in the morning, to spurn her in Sir 
Thomas Kytson's presence out of his bed ; that^ during 
the cause depending^ had (evenT by her own authentical 
confession) a bastard by another man ; that^ by a defi- 
nitive sentence of a Court so reverend and without 
appeal^ was adjudged to have no right or pretence to 
the said marriage^ title, &c. ; that never put in claim 
or exception against the said second marriage while it 
-wsiS unfinished, nor since ; that never had the place as 
Countess of Bath given her either by her Majesty or 
by any noble lady in England, and that hath been pub- 
licly infamed and never reputed a countess by any but 
her own kindred and friends; — or the Right Honourable 
Lady Elizabeth, that with their own long good liking 
both before and after the foresaid abusive marriage ; 
that with the free consent and approbation of both 
their honourable parents and friends; that with the 
allowance of so many grave divines and lawyers,. was 
publicly and solemnly asked and married without the 
contradiction of any pretender whatsoever, and finally 
hath enjoyed the place of Countess of Bath, &c. both 
by law and by her Majesty's gracious and just admis- 
sion so many years, and, having always lived in honour- 
able fame, hath made her noble husband a happy fa- 
ther of so goodly an issue. 

Indorsed, Francis Davison, " Answer to Mrs. Mary 
Comwallis pretended Countess of Bath her Libell 
against the Countess of Cumberland^ &c. By F. D. 
1600. 42Ehz."' 

* HarL MSS. 249, f. 108, et seq. 
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It is stated in a note to p. 24, that two copies of the beanti- 
fnl poem entitled The lAe^ are extant in the British Museum, 
varying materially from that given in the text, and from eadi 
other. As perhaps the poem in question possesses not only more 
merit than any in this collection, but is highly deserving of at- 
tention for its general excellence as a composition of that or of 
any other period, correct copies of both are here introduced. 
The first is from Harl. MSS. 6910, f. 141 ; the various readings 
between which and that inserted in the Rhapsody, are little 
more than verbal ones, and apparently arose from careless- 
ness ; but those in the second, . taken from HarL MSS. 2296, 
f. 135, are much more important. Besides an alteration in the 
arrangement, two whole stanzas have been added, but from its 
contents, it seems to have been a wanton interpolation, and 
clearly did not form part of the poem as written by its author. 
No conclusion can be formed, from the autograph in which these 
copies exist, as to the person by whom it was composed, for 
they were evidently made in each instance by a collector. 

THE LIE. 

(From HarL MSS. 6910, f. 141.) 

Oo, soul, thy body's guest, 

Upon a thankless errant ; 
Fear not to touch the best« 

The troth shall be thy warrant : 
Go, since I needs must die. 

And give them all the lie. 
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Say to the court, it glows. 
And shines like rotten wood ; 

Say to the ehurch, it shows 
What 's good) hut doth no good: 

If court or church reply, 
Po give them both the lie. 

Tell potentates they live 
Acting by others* actions ; 

Not loved, except they give, 
Not strong but by affections : 

If potentates reply, 
GKve potentates the lie. 

Tell men of high condition. 
That in affairs^ state, 

Their purpose is ambition. 
Their practice only hate : 

And if they once reply. 
Then give them all the lie. 

Tell them that braves it most. 
They beg for more by spending. 

Who in their greatest cost 

Like nothing but commending : 

And if they make reply. 
Give them likewise the lie. 

Tell zeal it *s blind devotion ; 

Tell love it is but lust ; 
Tell time it *s but a motion ; 

Tell flesh it is but dust : 
And wish them not reply^ 

Lest thou give them the lie. 
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Tell age it daily wasteth ; 

Tell honour how it alters ; 
Tell truth how that she hlasteth ; 

Tell favour that she falters : 
And as they shall reply, 

Give every one the lie. 

Tell wit how much she wrangles 
In tickle points of niceness ; 

Tell wisdom she entangles 
Herself by much predseness : 

And when they do reply. 
Straight give them both the lie. 

Tell physic of her boldness ; 

Tell skill it is prevention ; 
Tell charity it is coldness ; 

Tell law it is contention ; 
And as they do reply, 

Then give them still the lie. . 

Tell fortune of her blindness ; 

Tell nature of decay; 
Tell friendship of unkindness ; 

Tell justice of delay: 
And if they will reply, 

Then give them all the lie. 

Tell arts they have no soundness. 

But vary by esteeming ; 
Tell Schools they want profoundness, 

And stand too much on seeming : 
If arts and schools reply. 

Give arts and schools the lie. 
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Tell faith it 's fled the dty ; 

Tell how the country erreth ; 
Tell, manhood shakes of pity; 

Tell, virtue least preferreth : 
And if they dare reply, 

Spare not to give the lie. 

So when thou hast, as I 
Commanded thee, done hahbling ; 

Although to give the lie. 
Deserves no less than stabbing. 

Stab at thee who that will. 
No stab thy soul can kill I 



(From Harl, MSS. 2296, f. 135.) 

Go, soul, the body's guest. 
Upon a thankless errant; 

Fear not to touch the best. 

The truth shall be thy warrant : 

Go, since I needs must die, 
And tell them all they lie. 

Say to the Court, it glows. 
And shines like rotten wood ; 

Say to the Church, it shows 
What is good, and doth no good ; 

If Church and Court reply. 
Then give them both the lie. 
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Tell potentates they live 
Acting but others' actions ; 

Not loved unless they give, 

Not strong but by their factions : 

If Potentates reply, 
Then tell all they lie. 

Tell men of high condition, 
That rules affairs of state, 

Their purpose is ambition. 
Their practice is on hate : 

And if they once reply. 
Then tell them all they lie. 

Tell those that brave it most. 
They beg for more by spending, 

Who in the greatest 4X)st 
Seek nothing but commending : 

And if they do reply. 

Then tell them all they lie. 

Tell zeal it wants devotion ; 

Tell love it is but lust ; 
Tell time it meets but motion ; 

Tell flesh it is but dust; 
And wish them not reply. 

For thou must give the lie. 

Tell Lond* of her stews. 
And citizens of their usury; 

And though it be no news. 
Tell courtesans of lechery : 

And if they will needs reply. 
Then tell them all they lie. 
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Tell wit how much it wrangles 
In tickle points of niceness; 

Tell wisdom she entangles 
Herself in aver wiseness : 

And when they do reply, 

Then straight give them both the lie. 

Tell age it daily wasteth ; 

Tell honour how it alters; 
Tell beauty how she blasteth; 

Tell favour how it falters : 
And as they shall reply. 

Give every one the lie. 

Tell physic of her boldness ; 

Tell skill it is prevention; 
Tell charity of coldness ; 

Tell law it is contention : 
And a^ they do reply, 

So g^ve them all the Ue. 

Tell fortune of her blindness; 

Tell nature of decay; 
Tell friendship of unkindness; 

Tell justice of delay: , 

And if they do reply, 

Then give them all the lie. 

Tell arts they have no soundness, 

By vary by estrayning; 
Tell schools they lack profoundness. 

And stand too much by seeming : 
If arts and schools reply. 

Give arts and schools the lie. 
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Tell faith 'tis fled the dty; 

Tell how the country erreth ; 
Tell, manhood shakes of pity; 

Tell, virtue least preferreth : 
And if they do reply, 

Spare not to give the lie. 

So when thou hast, as I 

Commanded thee, done blabbing; 
Because to give the lie. 

Deserves no less than stabbing. 
Stab at thee he that will, 

No stab the soul may kill ! 

Let cuckolds be remembered, 
I will not die their debtor ; 

Their heads are strongly armed. 
To bear the brunt the better : 

If they themselves deny. 

Their wives do know they lie. 




THE END. 
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